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PART I 

THE WORLD 

" World — is the great collective idea of all bodies 
whatever." — Locke. 
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CHAPTER I 

THE TOHB OF THE JAVELINS 

'T'HE funeral was over. The teaith of his 
line had been laid to rest in the family 
vault, which was now declared to be full. 

Ov«* the vault was the inscription in Latin, 
Ecce homo qui non posuit Deum adjutorem 
suum, carved there centuries ago by order of 
the first Sir Christopher Javelin, who at the 
end of his days had seen a light shining 
suddenly in the darkness, which revealed 
to him the whole reason of his failure in 
life, but which had been as suddenly ex- 
tinguished by the hand of death ere he 
could use that knowledge for purposes of 



And now another Sir Christopher had been 
carried through that stone doorway, ninth 
I 
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3 THE SHAPE OF THE WORLD 

in direct succession from the Knight of the 
Javelin; but any illumination ever received 
from above had long burnt itself out in that 
once intelligent brain, leaving a stalwart body 
to live on miserably, long after the death of 
the mind. ^ 

The widow of "the late" walked into the 
house, turned into a small room on the right, 
and pulled up the blind. Various members 
of the family followed, together with the 
Rector of the parish, the lawyer from 
London, and the doctor from the neigh- 
bouring town. 

Soon all the blinds were pulled up all over 
the house, and voices rose above the pro- 
scribed whisper of the last few days. One 
voice rang with a welcome sound. 

"Luncheon is served, my lady." 

The sombre guests essayed to tiptoe across 
the hall with a lamentable want of success 
that was apparent at every step. Lady 
Javelin went upstairs and had something 
brought to her on a tray. 

In an hour's time the will was read, but she 
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THE TOMB OF THE JAVELINS 3 

was not present. Relations on both sides 
came up to her one by one and told her it was 
all right: she \ras to have the place and look 
after it till her boy came of age, which was 
to be at twenty-five and not twenty-one; and 
then invariably they added: " Take my advice, 
my dear, and go away for a time while the 
house has a thorough, good deaning. Turn 
in the carpenters and the painters and the 
paperers, to work their will, and don't 
you come back till it is swept and gar- 
nished." 

Lady Javelin thanked them for what they 
said and for their kindness in coming, and 
wished them all good-bye. 

The doctor came in, breezily rubbing his 
hands. 

"Fine boy, fine boy, yoimg Chris is a fine 
boy! He 's done the honours very well. No 
fiies on him, my lady. He 's a son to be 
proud of. He means to take you off abroad; 
did you know that? You go," — the doctor 
held her hand — "that's my last prescription 
for you," — ^he bowed before her, a courtly 
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4 THE SHAPE OF THE WORLD 

bow, — "and thank you alwajrs for the pleas- 
ure it has ever been to be called in by 
you." 

He went down the stairs blowing his 
nose. 

The lawyer followed. He had to catch a 
train. 

"The old will stands. There has been no 
other. You will manage everything till your 
son is five and twenty, then the dower house 
and sixteen hundred a year. Anything I can 
tell you or do for you — " He smiled the rest 
of the sentence, and Lady Javelin said: 

""niank you. I know. You have been 
always more than kind." 

"You have made my business here a — 
pleasure. *' 

He went out and the Rector came in. 

"Wdl," he said. 

She looked up. "It is well. I know 
that. Still I have to make my entry in the 
book. " 

The Rector nodded, fiddling with a small 
key on a chain he held in his hand. 
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THE TOMB OF THE JAVELINS 5 

Lady Javelin walked up to a cupboard 
built into the wall, opened it, and then pressed 
a spring in the panel of the door. This flew 
back showing a flat square case standing 
upright between the outer and inner panels, 
separated from each other by almost two 
inches, which space was filled by the book. 
She took it in both hands and carried it 
to the table by the fire. Then she sat 
down. 

The Rector fitted the key in the lock, turned 
back the front of the case, and drew out a red 
leather volume. It bore the arms and crest 
of the Javelins emblazoned in gold. The edge 
was heavily tooled and the paper, rough and 
discoloured, bore a water-mark that pro- 
claimed it sixteenth century. 

The first page was illuminated with the 
deeds of prowess of the knightly bearer of the 
name. His birth, his valour, and the manner 
of his death were set forth in scarlet and blue 
by 

Elizabeth, his wife, 
who also wrote these words: 
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6 THE SHAPE OF THE WORLD 

" Hadde i butt knoune bet-er howe tue 
gide hys steppes hys ende moight have been 
hap-yer. " 

This was signed by 

Charles Goodenough, 

Parish Priest, 
1555- 

A picttire of the tomb was on the next page, 
beautifully etched, with the Latin inscription 
standing out clear and distinct. After that a 
blank, then more illimiinations with succeed- 
ing owners of the name heading the page, and 
always thereafter the wife's record was fol- 
lowed by the Ecce homo qui non posuU Deum 
adjutorem suum of the priest-in-charge at the 
time of the death. 

The Rector took a sheet of closely written 
matter from his pocket, handed it to the widow, 
and pulled a chair beside hers. 

The soimd of yoimg feet came up the 
stairs. The door was burst open without 
ceremony. 

"Come out. Mother!" 



byGoogk' 



THE TOMB OF THE J A VEUNS 7 

The woman let drop the paper. "I can't 
just now, darling. I must stay and do this. " 

"Oh! I say!" 

Yoxmg Sir Christopher curbed his tongue, 
but spite of this, his fiery e^emess lapped up 
all the demurs of the room. 

"Can't you do it after I 'm gone? I 've 
got to go to-morrow early, you know, and 
there 's — ^there 's a lot for me to see to. " 

Boyish annoyance at a moment's thwarting, 
boyish pride in his present position, was 
apparent in his voice and his looks. 

The Rector seemed to feel the influence of 
his mental attitude for he took the paper, ran 
his eye through it, and said: 

"If you would like me to copy this, the 
mere facts into the book, while you go out, 
I can do so and wait to sign the page till you 
return." 

Lady Javelin bent her head in assent. 
"Thank you very much." Then she smiled, 
"The living before the dead — don't you agree?" 
and stood up to go. 

"One moment — will you look at what I 
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8 THE SHAPE OP THE WORLD 

have written? It may not be exactly what 
you would like." The Rector felt it come 
over him tiiat he was detaining two children 
instead of one. 

Mother and son read the paper together. 
The boy began to say something as he neared 
the end, and the woman put her arm round 
his neck and pressed her hand across his mouth, 
keeping it there till she had finished, when she 
released him with a kiss. Then they went 
downstairs and out by a side door. 

The scratching of a quill pen on the paper 
was for some time the only sotmd in the house. 
Suddenly the scratching ceased and a noise 



Carpenters! unmistakably, both by their 
voices and their tools. 

The quiet man in that quiet room was alert, 
as if danger threatened. The noise continued 
and increased. He got up and went to the 
window. The voices were imrestrained, 
touched almost with excitement, and the 
air vibrated with a feverish activity. 

He put down his pen and walked to the 
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THE TOMB OF THE J A VELINS 9 

door. He roared over the staircase, "What 
are you doing down there?" but nobody 



He went down swiftly, following the noise, 
till he came upon some men breaking down 
a barricaded door. 

"Who gave orders for this?" 

"Sir Christopher, sir." 

"Young Sir Christopher?" 

"Sir Christopher, sir." 

"Where 's Mr. Dolphin?" (Agent.) 

"Outside helping with the windows." 

The Rector climbed the stairs. "Le rot est 
mort. Vivele rot." 

The voices and the clamour downstairs 
had ceased before the quill pen was laid aside 
and while her ladjrship was still absent in the 
garden. 

The Rector moved restlessly about the 
room. He was conscious of a struggle. The 
desire to stay where he was till his hostess 
returned was warring with a desire to go 
downstairs and satisfy a very natural curi- 
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lo THE SHAPE OF THE WORLD 

osity. In small instances of conflict such as 
this "the Child of Grace" usually gave way 
to the old Adam. He went downstairs. 

All was silent as the grave and, to heighten 
the ^ect, a large sheet smelling evilly of 
carbolic was hung b^ore the doorway where 
he had seen the men working. He hesitated. 
Should he lift the sheet and should he go in, 
or should he only look, just oae look? He 
looked. 

A large room with five laige windows all 
flung open wide, and dust Ijdng thick on 
everj^ing — on the walls, where dimly he 
could discern the outline of pictures; on the 
floor, where nothing else could be discerned; 
on the ceiling, from which a lump of dust 
greater than any he had ever seen before hung 
dangerously downwards; on things in the 
room that gradually shaped themselves into 
chairs and furniture, made not of wood but 
of dust. 

The Rector stood blinking. Should he go 
in? Shoidd he? The curtain dropped from 
his hand, behind him. 
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THE TOMB OF THE JAVELINS ii 

So it was for this, for this &at a man had 
wrecked his life's happiness! It was for the 
guarding of this, an intelligent being had 
suffered softening c^ tiie brain! 

A little sound from nowhere recalled him 
to himsdf . Fear of discovery made him hot. 
He felt momentarily more like Adam in the 
garden than he had ever felt ^ce he had 
taken orders. He slipped out of the room, 
and slunk upstairs. He knew he was "slunk- 
ing," a most imcomfortable proceeding, and 
his sympathy for the first man in that critical 
moment of his life was increased to agony 
point. 

Yet he met no one. He heard no one — 
nothing but the beating of his heart. It was 
absurd, it was ridiculous he should feel like 
that. Aft^ he had walked about the room 
for five minutes he began to be sorry he had 
let his feelings get the better of him. He had 
done nothing to be ashamed of. By right of a 
loi^ friendship he was allowed in the house 
when he pleased and wherever he pleased. 
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12 THE SHAPE OF THE WORLD 

The othras came back and joined the Rector 
looking as if he had not moved. By-and-by 
the book was put away. 

Lady Javelin had written in the book: 

" I did know how to guide his steps, yet his 
end could not have been more miserable." 

The Rector wrote, as other rectors had 
written, his name and date, below the words, 
Ecce homo gut non posuit Deum adjutorem 
suum. Psalmorum lit., 8. 
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CHAPTER II 

SIR CHRISTOPHER 

/"^HRIS took the Rector's arm familiarly 
as they went downstairs. 

"I want you to come and see what I 've 
done. I hope you'll approve." He spoke 
boyishly, standing before the carboUc curtain. 
"I think my mother has always had a hor- 
ror of what might be hidden in this room. 
She has always felt that something unusual 
occurred here — something more than ordinary 
to account for the silence and the tragedy of 
my father's life. UTien I knew he was dead, 
I determined to end the mystery before going 
back to school, that we may face it together. " 

The boyishness was gone, and there spoke 
instead a man with all the charm and ring 
in his voice of a " Yoimg Protector." 
13 
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14 THE SHAPE OF THE WOULD 

The Rector put his hand on his shotdder 
and pressed it. He could not speak. There 
seemed nothing to say. There was no mystery. 
There was only a dusty, dirty room. He 
knew that, but ought not to have known it. 

"My mother would never have the coinage 
to open up tiie room herself or even give orders 
for it. She might go on living with an 
imaginary horror, all tumecessarily. At least, 
I thought she might, so I took upon myself— 
I hope you Tl think I did right — to have it 
opened while I took my mother out of the 
house. Now I want you to come in with me 
and see why it was ever closed." He put 
his hand on the sheet. "There's noth- 
ing to be afraid of. I arranged with Mr. 
Dolphin that he should stay if there was any- 
thing, but there 's nothing. He waved to me 
on the hill as he went home. Will you come 
in, and then we will fetch my mother. " 

They passed inside and stood silent for a 
moment or two. Chris went up to an object 
near the table difficult to define. It was a 
fallen chair. He put out his hand as if to 
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SIR CHRISTOPHER 15 

raise it; then stopped. "No, she shall see it 
just as it is, just exactly as he left it all those 
years ago. Nothing shall be moved. Wait 
for us, won't you? " 

He was gone, fleeing up those stairs like a 
normal, happy schoolboy, full of excitement, 
and presently double steps sounded coming 
down, and two voices spoke in healthy tones. 

"Mother, dear, it 's better you should see 
while I 'm here — only there 's nothing to see, 
really nothing; only a little dust and dirt, and 
that shall be cleared away first thing in the 
morning, so that we can look at everything 
before I go . Now ! ' ' 

Lady Javelin came in and the Rector stood 
on one side. Three living people in a dead 
room smelling of carbolic. 

The boy held his mother's arm as she picked 
her way across the dusty floor. She could not 
speak. The last time she had stood in that 
room she had been a yoimg and happy woman, 
the proud and petted wife of the man who had 
this day been laid to rest in the family vault 
that was now full. 
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She stood at the head of the table gazing 
on the blackened objects that might, when 
clean, prove to be silver and china and glass. 

"There's no cloth," said Chris; "has it 
moulded away?" 

"No, we never used a cloth, for dessert." 

This was wh«:e he had sat the last time — 
the last time he and she had had a luncheon 
there together. The table was small and 
round then, and they had been close to each 
other, and yotmg. They were very young 
the last time they had eaten in that room. 
Chris was a baby upstairs. And ever since 
then? — ^Horror! But horror of what and of 
whose making and why? 

She moved round to the wall facing the 
windows, peering into the square outlines 
that seemed to denote pictures. 

"I '11 clean a comer jtist for you to see." 
Chris used his handkerchief as he spoke; 
then was disgusted at the result. 

"Oh, my dear, don't do that! The maids 
must come in to-morrow, yes, early, as early 
as you like, but come away now." 
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SIR CHRISTOPHER 17 

She met the Rector's gaze and knew that he 
too was pondering: "It was for this, for this 
your happiness was wrecked. Yoiir life was 
sacrificed for this. He, the man who swore to 
cherish you, lived a lunatic and died like an 
animal for this!" 

The story was well known. It was no 
secret throughout the County. There was no 
secret, and no mystery save in the poor, 
deluded brain of the master of the house. 

That master had married and lived happily 
after he came into his kingdom for the space 
of five, little, fleeting years — such happiness 
as falls to the lot of few to last so long even as 
that. He and his wife knew it would last for 
ever. Other people might lose the treasures 
of life because they were careless or foolish 
people, but in their case it woidd not happen. 
They were different. He said so, and she 
said so. 

When little Chris was four years old his 
mother went away from home for the first 
time, because her parents were in trouble and 
wanted her. She had never visited them 
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alone since her marriage, and the excitement 
of going was considerably damped by the 
poignant regret of her spouse at the prospect 
of losing her for tlie inside of a week. 

She comforted him as best she could, and 
ordered all his meals for him, and made 
arrangements with friends that he should 
dine out three nights during her absence; 
and when he was still unsatisfied, she then 
suggested he should have a party of all his 
old cronies and see which he really liked best, 
playing the bachelor or playing the married 
man. 

He kissed her in the dining-room after 
luncheon, holding her to him as though he 
could never let her go. They heard the 
carriage come round, but parting, this first 
parting, was such sweet sorrow they could 
not end it at the arbitrary command of time. 
So she nearly lost her train, which started 
hurriedly and bore her swiftly out of sight, 
choking but dry-eyed, because she did not 
want to make it worse for him. 

She stayed away nearly a week to her 
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SIR CHRISTOPHER 19 

parents' great joy, mitigated though it was 
by her oft expressed desire for husband and 
child. She bad a telegram and a letter the 
first day, two letters the second day, a letter 
and a post card the third day, a post card 
without the letter on the fourth day, and 
nothing on the fifth because it was the day 
of her return home. 

She sat with her head out of the train window 
from the last station to her own, hoping in 
some magical way she would thereby see 
" Him " a bit quicker. 

The station was empty, so was the carriage. 
Nothing but a little message that Sir Chris- 
topher was busy and tinable to come. 

The horses went tiieir usual pace and her 
heart cried furiously, "Go on! Go on! Oh, do 
go on!" But the steadiness with which tiiey 
drove nearly wore her out. 

When they reached the house, "He" was 
not at the door. She walked in and, conscious 
of domestic eyes, said quietly: 

"Is Sir Christopher in?" 

"Sir Christopher is in the garden, m'lady." 
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20 THE SHAPE OF THE WORLD 

She laid down her things, looked at her 
face in the glass, brushing off some imaginary 
speck, then walked through the hall and out 
by the garden door. 

"Chris! ChrisI Oh, darling, where are 
you?" 

She saw him through the trees of the avenue, 
and called louder. She caught up her skirts and 
ran. He stood waiting for the onslaught 
and she flung herself against him. 

"Oh, darling, I've been so frightened. I 
thought something was the matter. Hug me, 
Chris, hug me again. " 

She stood holding his coat, searching his 
face. "Something is the matter. Chris, 
what is it? Not baby?" 

" Not that I know of. I have n't heard of 
anything." 

"Haven't heard? But haven*t you seen 
him?" 

"Well, as a matter of fact, I haven't 
Been him to-day. I 've been rather, rather 
busy." 

She stood ofi from him as one would stand 
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from a stranger whom in mistake one might 
have accosted familiarly. 

"Is anything wrong?" 

"I don't know." 

"You— don't— know — if anything's wrong? 
Chris, darling, it is wrong, it must be wrong, 
if you don't know. " She took his hand and 
held it in both hers: "Tell me what it is." 

He took his hand away but he put it through 
her arm and drew her along with him. 

" Don't worry, little woman. It 's nothing 
to do with you. I 'm not fit to be left alone, 
tiiat 's all. " 

" Oh, my angel, you 've missed me! That 's 
what the trouble is. I know how you feel. I 've 
been like that all the time. But, Chris, 
darling, it 's all right now. I 've come back. 
Look at me! See! It 's all right now! " 

She hugged his arm and looked into his 
face. The tears stood in her eyes, but she 
did n't care. She knew now what the 
trouble was and they were tears of relief. 

"I see the pram, through the trees. Let 
us go this way and meet it!" 
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22 THE SHAPE OF THE WORLD 

Hie nurses stood still and the boy clam- 
oiired to be lifted out. He ran bravely along 
the gravel, then tripped on the grass, and 
feU. 

His mother flew to comfort him, the three 
joined themselves together, and the nurses 
went home. 

That evening they dined in a little room on 
the right of the haU. Lady Javelin showed 
none of the surprise she felt. The changes 
wrought in her five days' absence were too 
momentous to speak about save when they 
two should be alone. 

At last, in the Ubrary, when the coffee 
cups had been removed, she sat down on a low 
stool dose to the man she adored. She put 
her hand on his knee and met with no response. 
She might have been touching the dead. 

A cold, clammy hand seemed to be closing 
on her heart. She felt frightened of she knew 
not what, yet feared it was Chris. In some 
unaccountable way her husband had dis- 
appeared ; there was something that was like 
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SIR CHRISTOPHER 23 

him sitting in his chair, but it wasn't he. 
"It was n't he! It was n't Chris!" 

The silence in the room, the searching eyes 
of the woman, and the averted face of the 
man created an uneasy atmosphere, which 
both found it difficult to breathe. The ten- 
sion was broken by a voice speaking very 
gently: 

"Chris, won't you tell me what it is?" 

And the astonishing answCT, "What is 
what?" 

"What is what? What is the matter with 
you, with the house, with ever5rthing? What 
has happened in five, little, tiny days to alter 
you from a — a darling — ^into an old, old man 
looking a hundred; what has turned a place 
I left full of love and life and laughter into a 
miserable matisoleum? Why is the dining- 
room shut up? Why are you shut up all in- 
side tight like this, and won't open yotur 
mouth to speak, or yotir eyes to look at me, 
or youi arms to let me in? Why, why, Chris, 
is this?" 

The man shook his head. 
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"Aren't you going to tell me, dear? I 
can't help you if you won't." 

" I can't. " 

"Nothing can be as bad as this silence. 
One is so in the dark. Chris, listen! I don't 
care what it is, only tell rae, let me share it." 

Rigid silence. 

"Is it, is it something awful? Is it a crime? 
Have you murdered somebody in that room? " 

He gave a short, dry laugh. " No, I have n't 
done that yet, but I may. You never know 
when some men will stop, once they begin 
going downhill, " 

"My darling, you are not going downhill. 
I won't let you even if you want to." She 
put her arms roimd him. "Listen now to me! 
You 've got something on yotu* mind and it 's 
disagreeing with you badly, so badly you 
think it will disagree with me too if you tell 
me. Well, it won't, not half so badly as this 
awful silence. You tell me what it is! You'll 
feel ever so much better and then probably 
we '11 both be able to clear it away, and per- 
haps laugh about it." 
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"I don't want you to know. " 

"No, of course you don't. It 's something 
horrid, I daresay, but not nearly so horrid as 
what I shall imagine. I shall think it really is 
a minder if you don't tell me. " 

Their positions had changed fimdamentally. 
Before she went away he was her guardian 
and protector, her prop and stay, her guide, 
philosopher, and friend. Now he was a sick 
child, and she was his mother, his nurse, his 
doctor, his guardian angd, his ccMnforter, his 
confessor. She was anything and everything 
he wanted, if he would let her be. 

Two o'clock struck. Three o'clock. She 
was still beside him in the library, wrestling, 
with tired body, but a brain alert for any 
chance opening if one should come. 

At four o'clock tiiey went upstairs, — the 
woman heartbroken, and the man acquies- 
cing strangely in the heartbreak. 
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LADY J, 



'T'HE next day people came over to see her. 
She was "not at home" to any one. 
She only wanted to be with Chris. Though 
his presence was devoid of pleasure, his 
absence was a torture. 

She must get to the bottom of this mjratery. 
She could not see him a changed man, and 
she herself remain unchanged. 

She could not go into the big dining-room, 
for the door was locked. She could not ask 
the servants for the key. She could not let 
them suppose that she alone in the house was 
ignorant of its master's doings. For the sake 
of appearances, she must seem to be acquainted 
with the reason of the present state of things. 

She walked outside, meaning to look in at 
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the windows; but the windows were still 
shuttered. Had the servants not been in to 
open the room? and since when, since when? 

She put her hands to her eyes. Was she 
dreaming a horrible dream, woidd she wake 
up presently and find herself still in the train 
with a nice '"welcome home" in front of her? 

All that day the horrible dream continued. 
Chris seemed to avoid her company, and when 
they were together, his appearance was so 
sad that his wife could not keep the tears 
from her eyes. 

A note was brought to her late in the day 
requiring an answer: 

Dear Lady Javelin, 

Will you see me? I want to tell you how 
sorry I am about Tuesday night's affair. My 
husband is ashamed to come himself tmtil he 
knows you wiU forgive him. 

Ever sincerely yours, 
MoNA Cumberland. 

This was like so much Greek to Lady 
Javelin. She read it through twice with the 
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intention of refusing the request. Then it 
dawned on her that the meaning of the mys- 
tery was contained in the note. She said to 
the servant, "Who brought this?" 

"Her ladyship was in the carriage, but has 
driven on to the village, and will call back for 
an answer in a few minutes. " 

"I will see her ladyship, but no <me else." 

The next impulse was to tell Chris, to go to 
him, to show him the note, to ask his opinion 
of it, to "wonder" over it together, and to 
laugh at the idea of Lord Cumberland's 
wanting her forgiveness ; but this natural 
impiilse had to be suppressed. Chris mtist n't 
be worried; she must manage things alone 
now; she could tell him afterwards — if — if it 
were wise to tell him. Thus did the new-bom 
nurse in her rise on behalf of the patient in 
him. 

The two women met, somewhat tentatively. 
Each was puzzled by the other. Lady Jave- 
lin was quietly receptive; her guest was 
rapidly explanatory. Within a short time 
they were laughing, both of them. The ten- 
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sion had vanished from the visit, due to the 
good sense of the hostess. If it was possible 
to laugh at the situation, she was ready enough 
to laugh. She was almost ready for hjrsterics 
when complete knowledge took the place of 
complete ignorance. The relief was so intense, 
the rebound nearly lost her her balance. 

When they parted, they kissed each other 
from an overflow of gratitude on either side. 
Their lords were a disgrace, but then — ^these 
men! — one must forgive them when they are 
penitent, and his lordship of Cimiberland was 
very, very penitent. He would come himself 
the next day to be properly forgiven. 

The gong rang as the hall door closed. Lady 
Javelin flew up the stairs like a girl. Her eyes 
were bright and shining; her face was flushed 
a brilliant pink. She dressed in a few minutes 
and was down, holding out a hand to her 
husband as they walked into the littie room 
for dinner. She talked all throt^h the meal, 
told him gaily of her doings when away, re- 
lated the plot of a new book to fill up time, 
cai^ht his eye and smiled at him whenever 
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he would permit such a liberty, and refused, 
absolutely, to share the despondent gloom of 
her spouse. 

That night when he went to bed he found 
her sitting up reading on her sofa. He went 
and sat down beside her more from habit than 
because he had anything to say. She put 
an arm round his neck and kissed him. " Ohieer 
up darling, I know all about it. You *ve been 
very, very naughty, all of you. It was n't 
your fault; it was the others, I 'm sure of that. 
But they are all so sorry we won't say any 
more about it, will we?" 

She felt him stiffen as she spoke, but she 
held him tighter. "I shall have the room 
opened to-morrow early, if you will let me 
have the key, and when the mess is all cleared 
up, we '11 forget it ever happened and things 
can be just as sweet and nice as they Ve 
always been. " 

She kissed the tip of his ear which was next 
her. 

"Say you're glad I know without your 
having to tell me. It 's thanks to Lady Cum- 
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berland. She brought messages from most 
of yoiir party. They 've all been as miserable 
as you have; but it 's all right now, isn't it, 
Qiris? We '11 dear it all up to-morrow and 
never think of it again. " 

The woman's optimism was in sharp con- 
trast to the moodiness of the man. 

"It can never be the same again. *' 

"Oh, yes it can, dear. You give me the key 
now, and to-morrow you go for a long ride, 
and stay out all day and when you come 
back, you 11 find everything perfectly right, 
and then you 11 give me a hug to make up 
for the two days I have n't had a hug at all. " 

It was the mother talking now with a dear 
but somewhat refractory child. But the 
child refused to give up the key that night at 
its mother's bidding, — " She could have it in 
the morning." And with wisdcan new-bom 
from on high, Lady Javelin refrained from 
pressing the point but took the refractory 
child to her heart, gaining comfort for her- 
self because she thought she was comforting 
him. 
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Now is it conceivable that when the morn- 
ing came, the husband of this lady, the master 
of the house, the tenth baronet of his line, 
in whose hands lay the happiness of his hmne 
and those belonging to him, reviewing the 
conversation of the night before, saw in it 
only an effort of the inferior sex to deal cun- 
ningly with a member of the superior sex, and 
that member, himself? It is quite incon- 
ceivable tmder the circimsstances, yet it is a 
fact. Here was a man, a highly educated 
man, of average intelligence, regarded as an 
example in the neighbourhood, the father of a 
family, a large employer of labom:; here he 
was, not only incapable of himself correcting a 
mistake of his own making, but positively 
capable of hindering the woman who loved 
him from wiping out his misdeeds with common 
soap and water, not to mention sense. 

"I '11 think about it," he said, with his 
sUly head up in the air, when starting out for 
his ride, "I 'm not stu^ it 's good for you to 
have your own way in everything. I '11 see 
when I come home whether I '11 have that 



by Google 



LADY J. 33 

room op«ied or not," and he left her gaping 
after him as one would gape at the devil if he 
asstuned the disguise of one's nearest and 
dearest with intent to take one in. 

All the exquisite motherly feeling that had 
welled over and covered every defect now 
suddenly dried up. The woman of many 
parts, — the mother, the nurse, the doctor, the 
angel, — seemed to be sUpping out of exist- 
ence. What was left of her stood vacantly 
staring after the departing figure. Ilie bot- 
tom seemed to have fallen out of the world. 

And as she stood there, lost in wcmderment 
and misery, Mr. Dolphin, the agent, appeared 
at her side. 

"Good morning," he said, taking ofE his 
hat, and waited. 

"Good morning," she answered and made a 
resolution. "Come with me into the house." 
He tinned and followed her to the business 
room. 

"Mr. Dolphin, why is the dining-room 
locked up? " 

Yesterday she would have cut out her 
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tongue rather than ask that question of 
any one. 

"Sir Christopher locked it, I understand, 
on Tuesday night. " 

"Yes.but it can't staylocked, Mr.Dolphin." 

"Sir Christopher has the key with him." 

"Yes. We must open it without the key. 
I shall be glad it you will have it done at once. 
I want the room cleaned out, and all the 
silver and things put away. " 

Mr. Dolphin's jaw dropped, and the lady 
speaking to him hardly knew the voice to be 
hers. It was astonishii^ she should be giving 
an order on her own accoimt, and an order 
possibly contrary to her husband's wishes. 

They stood facing each other. 

"I 'm sorry, but Sir Christopher told me 
that room was to remain closed for the 
present." 

Her ladyship ptilled her senses together. 
"The room is dirty. I can't Hve with a dirty 
room in the house. " 

"No. I 'm at a loss to understand why it 
was not set in order before your return." 
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" Of course, Mr. Dolphin, you must break in 
that door, or pick the lock, or scanething. I 
want everything tidied up before Sir Christo- 
pher's return." 

A servant interrupted them. "Lord Cum- 
berland in the Ubrary, m' lady. " 

She turned away. 

"Please have it done at once." Then she 
walked across the hall and opened a door on 
the other side. 

Her visitor in riding breeches stood on the 
hearth-rug, surveying the toes of his boots. 
He came up to her and took her hand, not 
letting it go, but holding it in a nervous grip, 
scanning her face. 

"Lady J., I don't know what to say. I 
hear you 've taken it like an angd. " He still 
held her hand while she walked to a sofa, 
whereon th^ both sat down. "We 're most 
awfully sorry about it. I 'm only a fore- 
runner, the rest are all coming to pay you 
their respects. You don't know what we 
felt the next day. 'Pon my word, I was so 
ashamed of myself, I told my lady I — ^well — 
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there 's nothing for it, but to own up and say 
we are sorry, and hope that you '11 forgive us. 
Will you? I 'm most awfully sony, Lady J., 
really you know I am. " 

He kept his eyes on his boots all the time 
he spoke, and his voice and manner both 
betokened sincerity. He was a big man, 
Lady J. had always liked him, at the present 
moment she thought him adorable. 

"It is very nice of you to come and say 
this," she said. "Of course I forgive you, 
but " 

He glanced up anxiously, "and the others, 
Chris and the whole lot? " 

"Of course, but — " His face was a study, 
so earnest and solemn, and the situation was 
so extremely comical, she began to laugh. He 
looked surprised and polite, she tried to stop, 
feeling mirth to be perhaps out of place, and 
in trying to stop, she laughed more, calling 
herself names for doing so, and yet unable 
to cease. 

" It 's awfully jolly of you taking it like this. 
I wish I knew what you are laughing at." 
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"It 's very silly of me, but — you see I don't 
know what it is I 've got to forgive. I don't 
really know what any of you did ! ' ' 

The "did" was on a top note, faint but 
shrill. 

"Ripping!" His laugh rivalled hers. He 
roared, throwing his head back in the cushions 
and howling with his mouth wide open. 

How they laughed! The relief was intense 
and boimdless. She felt quite weak before 
they stopped, it sounded so Uke a duet, the 
bass and the treble mixed. 

"Well now, do tell me Lord Cumberland, 
what exactly was the wickedness? " 

"Er— well er — may I smoke? You see, 
you were away," he struck a match, and she 
nodded assent, "and Chris asked txs all to 
dine and cheer him up! — Charley Crooks and 
Tim Popples and myself and yotmg Larkin 
and George Maydew and all the old lot — and 
we agreed to have some fun. Well old Chris 
did us proud. He got out his best champagne 
—poison to most of us you know. Still we 
couldn't refuse. And then some '64 port, 
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not to mention old brandy of the very finest. 
And we got talking about the good old times, 
and the old four bottle men, and — ^well you 
know I 'm very abstemious as a rule, drink 
barley water for lunch often — and *pon my 
soul, Lady J., I don't believe any of us know 
exactly what did happen, but not to put too 
fine a point on it, I think 

'We all got drunk and had a jolly spree.' 

"Iknowitwasdi^raceful. I 'mnot trying 
to excuse us, but you were away, you know, 
and there we were, singing. Lord how we sang ! 
and gasdng away, one good story on top of 
another, and then we tried to break up — ^I do 
hope you won't be shocked — ^but not one of us 
could find the bell. We had a regular steeple- 
chase after it all round the room, and when 
we could n't find it, we started looking for the 
door, and we — ^well we were n't any more suc- 
cessful at that — and — ^well it does seem awful 
— ^but you know, we think the servants f oimd us 
in the morning, and, I^dy J., I can't tell you 
what beasts we felt when we thought of you. " 
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Lady Javelin was quite sober now. "It 
was rather horrid, was n't it? But I 'm 
glad you 've told me; I would rather know 
the worst." 

"They *ve had a pretty bad time since with 
the wives. Madam Maydew cut up fearfully 
rough and talked of a legal separation and the 
Lord knows what. Poor old George is like a 
dog with his tail between his legs. Some of 
them say they would never forgive such a 
thii^, and they don't know but what you '11 
cut the lot of us and end all the happy times 
we 've had here. " 

Lady J. shook her head. " Please tell them 
I understand how it happened. I 'm glad 
every one is sorry; it is a proof that we 've 
advanced since our grandfather's days, is n't 
it? They would have done this sort of thing 
every night of their lives and nobody would 
ever have apologised to the lady of the house, 
would they? '* 

"I suppose not; it seems impossible. We 
did feel — well joUy ashamed. Times change 
and so does public opinion. " He got up and 
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held out his hand. "Good-bye, Lady J., I go 
away with a debt of gratitude I can never 
hope to pay. " 

The visitor departed and his hostess returned 
to the door on the opposite side of the hall. 
She tried the handle, the lock still held. Mr. 
Dolphin had failed to do her bidding. While 
standing there she heard his voice speaking 
to some one, a carpenter no doubt, or a lock- 
smith. A Uttle patience and the room could 
still be cleared before Chris's return. 

She heard the other voice answer Mr. 
Dolphin, and it made her feel queer. It was 
her husband's. Both men were arguing and 
coming in her direction. She felt a sensation 
of fear come over her — she knew not why. 
There could be nothing to fear, yet she was 
afraid; and in her very desire to be elsewhere, 
her feet seemed suddenly glued to the floor. 

"I 'm so glad you've come back, dear," 
she said, conscious of the nervousness in her 
voice. " I do so want to have this room cleaned 
out. " 

Chris looked at her, and as he looked, 
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something she had never seen before rose 
into his face and made it evil, malignant, 
vindictive. 

"I've just been telling Dolphin I won't 
have it opened, so you need n't worry about 
it. I don't intend to rise that room again. 
I 've my own reasons for it, and I wish them 
to be attended to. " 

The sensation of fear was justified. She 
had been married to this man for five years, 
infinitely happy with him, and he stood before 
her now as a complete stranger, worse, as a 
stranger she would never willingly entertain 
for five minutes; and he came in the stolen 
guise of her darling Chris. 

She gave a little cry. She could n't strangle 
it, and she did n't care who heard. Mr. 
Dolphin must see, every one must see that 
something awful had happened, something 
quite awful to Chris. 

The three remained motionless for a moment ; 
then the master of the house walked ofE to his 
den. The agent wished he could drop through 
the groimd. The lady put out her hand as if 
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in need of support. He stepped towards her 
and crooked his arm deferentially. 

"CanI? Mayl?" 

But he did n't say any more. She clutdied 
his coat where it wrinkled in the bend of his 
elbow and held it tight. Something bright 
splashed on to the stone paving of the hall. 

Poor Uttle lady of a grand old name! Poor 
little broken mistress of a grand old house 1 
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THE OTHERS 

A GROUP of men met at the park gates 
soon after three o'clock that afternoon. 
They were Charley Crooks, Tim Popples, 
young Sir Guy Larkin, and George Maydew. 
They all agreed to walk to the house on foot. 
They represented the married element in 
Tuesday night's party and were coming at the 
bidding of their wives, plus their own con- 
sciences, to pay their respects to the very 
popular wife of their naughty and popular 
host. 

"Come on, Larkeyl You 've got to do the 
talking and we' U act chorus. Anything you 
say we '11 agree to. Only don't be too dis- 
cursive. Just say we wish she'd been at home ; 
then all would have been well, See, old man? 
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Wish we could meet her! 't would be easier 
outside than in. Sh — ^there she is. Larkey, 
there she is!" 

A slim figure in white came out of the garden 
door and tiuned abruptly to the left. Hie 
men, conscious that she had n't seen them, 
stepped up briskly and overtook her by the 
cedar tree, under which were some chairs. 

"Lady J.!" Sir Guy cleared his throat, 
"Lady J.!" 

The slim figure stood still, and when the 
four men saw the face, they felt turned to 
stone. 

"I'm not at — Oh! — Sir Guy^ — I did not 
see who it was. " 

She held out a hand to him and bowed to 
the others. They knew themselves to be 
images now, incapable of anything good or 
bad, whereas they had lately been apostro- 
phising themselves as dogs — occasionally 
rather gay dogs. 

Sir Guy bending over the hand he held 
murmured gently. "Will you speak to us? 
We don't deserve it, but will you? " 
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The parasol wavered over his head. Her 
ladyship looked at his bowed figure and the 
other three standing back bareheaded. As 
she looked, she forgot about the horrible old 
dining-room and only thought they were 
dears. 

"Yes. Come and talk to me, will you? I 
did not mean to see anybody to-day. I 've — 
got rather a headache. There must be thim- 
der about." 

The pink rims to her eyes and the purple 
^adows had to be accounted for somehow. 

"Oh! have you, Lady J.? I 'm so sorry," 
sprang automatically from four manly throats. 
The wooden images assumed movements 
most lifelike in arranging chairs and cushions 
and a foot-r^t close tc^ether imder the cedar 
tree. 

One man pulled out his cigarette case. Sir 
Guy Larkin frowned at him, a frown which 
plainly said, "Put that away, sir," and the 
man slipped it back into his pocket. 

The three sat down awkwardly. The chosen 
spokesman laid his hat on the grass and then 
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suddenly knelt on both knees in front of Lady 
Javelin. He folded his arms and qtute gravely 
said: 

"We, yoxa hianble but devoted servants, 
beg to express our sincere regret for the abom- 
inable mess we made of your house in your 
absence the other night, and to hope that our 
present deep sorrow and future good conduct 
will prove to you that we are not altogether 
imworthy of your foi;giveness, should you 
some day condescend to give it us. " 

" Dear Sir Guy, get up. Of course you 're 
forgiven, all of you. It 's too nice of you to 
come and see me. Her eyes fell on each in 
timi. I 'm sorry it happened, because I know 
it 's made you all miserable, but such deUght- 
ful penitents diould not have to wait a moment 
for absolution. " 

"Are we absolved?" Sir Guy was still on 
his knees, his arms tightly folded. 

"Not only absolved. You never did it!" 

"Lady J., you 're a brick!" He bent and 
kissed her hand where it lay on her gown. 
Then he stood up. 
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"Lady J., you're a brick!" was repeated 
three times over by the adoring penitents. 
"I say, but you are a brick, you know. My 
wife said you would n't forgive us! Can you 
really forgive us? We must have made an 
awfiJ mess. I suppose it was all jolly well 
cleared away before you saw it ? " 

Sir Guy said, "Righto! Not another word 
boys. The incident never took place! But 
her ladyship advises you by me that you don't 
do it again. Now you may smoke. " 

Larkin turned to his hostess: "Is that so, 
have we your permission or will it make your 
head worse?" 

"You've taken it away. I forgot I had 
one, " she laughed. 

"What a blessed memory you have for frail 
and foolish man!" He looked as if he would 
like to kiss her. Instead he lit a cigarette. 

The master of the house came out later, 
when tea appeared. He found two men play- 
ing croquet, one talking to his wife, one throw- 
ing a ball for his small son. He had always 
been regarded as an addition to the gaiety 
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of the moment anjrwhere, and he was hailed 
genially with "Hullo, Chris!" 

His response to their warm reception can 
only be described as tepid. He nodded truly, 
but it was a nod of duty not of pleasure. The 
greatest optimist amongst them could not feel 
that their host was glad to see them. They 
tried in the new purity of their souls to chaff 
him about Tuesday night. Their own speedy 
absolution gave them some idea of what rap- 
turous comfort must have been his after he 'd 
got through the mauvais quart d'keure, badly 
deserved by the poor old chap. 

But Chris wasn't "taking any" as the 
saying is; the chaff fell flat; and sweet Lady 
J. looked as if her headache had come back. 
So the party broke up, and Chris and his 
wife and child, followed by a lot of d(^s, 
walked with the men to the gate. 

"Good-bye; no not good-bye, Lady J., I 
cannot bear it. Woe is me, say not good-bye." 

"Then aurevoir." 

"That 's better. Aurevoir." 

" Auf Wiedersehen. ' ' 
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"Better still Avd Wieders^en!" 

"Adieu, Sir Guy." 

"The best of all." He waved his handker- 
chief foreign fashion — "A, dieu, A dieu, Miladi 
and Milord, d dieu, d dieu. " 

The others tinned again, raising their hats. 

"So long, Lady J., so long!" 

Round the bend of the road in silence, out 
of sight, but not out of mind. 

"What 'sup, Larkey, what 'sup?" 

But Larkey shook his head and growled. 

" Did you look at the dining-room 
windows?" 

"Of coiu'se. " 

"Did you see?" 

"I 'm not blind." 

"Good Lord, what fools we were! Sorry if 
we upset their matrimonial comfort. " 

Larkey was n't going to be drawn, and they 
returned to their separate homes witJiout 
speaking. 

Husband and wife played with the boy till 
he went to bed; then the woman, trying to 
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speak lightly, as if the subject were of no 
moment to either of them, told the man why 
the visitors had called that afternoon. She 
said it was nice of them to come, and still 
nicer the way they offered their amende 
honorable. She said it made it so easy to 
forgive anything in the world, when people 
were sorry like that. 

The man broke through his sulkiness for the 
moment. " H'm! I 'm taking it all in. Cut at 
me, I suppose, because I 'm not sorry exactly 
like everybody else." 

His wife slipped her hand into his, at least 
as much of hers as his would admit. 

"Darling, you're much sorrier. I know 
that it 's because you — care more, but if you 
could, if you only could, say it, and throw 
your arms round me as they did, you 'd 
feel " 

"what?" 

"O C3iris, don't shout at me like that. It 
hurts my head." 

"Who threw his arms roimd you? " 

" Nobody, dear, don't be silly. " 
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"You said so! Am I not to believe what 
you say?" 

"Yes, of course, in a sensible fashion. If 
you 'd only be sensible, Chris, as you used to 
be, it would make things much easier for me." 

"I didn't know your life was so hard!" 

"It never has been before. It won't be 
now if you '11, if you 'II kiss me and open the 
dining-room door. " 

The man's face might have softened at the 
reasonable request. He might have gathered 
her to his heart. He might have whispered 
in her ear, "Sony darling, I 'm sorry to have 
been such a pig. We '11 go and open that 
horrible door tc^ether, and I '11 show you the 
worst there is, and you shall work your own 
sweet will in the room, and I 'U pay little 
woman for the misdiief done. I '11 pay up. 
Sweetheart, like a man. " 

But he did not say that. His face hardened 
instead, and represented no doubt the flint- 
like consistency of his heart, for he did not 
hesitate to deny her the request of her lips. 

Alas and alack for the absence of that old- 
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fa^ioned something we used to hear about 
long ago, so old-fashioned, so out of date, we 
never talk about it now Yet it was some- 
thing that Charley CroolK, and Tim Popples, 
and Lord Cumberland, and Guy Larkin, 
and poor George Maydew had, and Christo- 
pher had not. Was it "The Grace of God," 
do you thiiik? 
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CHAPTER V 

AN ATTEMPT 

A ND this small matter in the great affairs 
** of life, this trifling incident of Sir Chris- 
topher Javelin keeping his dining-room locked, 
this petty domestic annoyance, fast assumed 
an interest out of all proportion to public 
advantage. Even as a little spot on the finger 
can inikme and spread till the whole hand 
suffers &om an apparently small but rankling 
sore, so does a community suffer if one of its 
members acts in such a way that his continued 
action provokes a state of resentment or 
irritation set at large. 

Sir Christopher had done no more than the 
men of his set. His offence had been their 
offence, but his integrity had been a good 
deal less. He had failed to comply with the 
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universal law. He had made a mistake, and 
instead of vigorously correcting it by wiping 
it out of existence, he chose to devise a miser- 
able system whereby he could support the 
origmal error and its ill-begotten brood. 

As the days went on, the story of that 
Tuesday's folly grew until it became a scandal 
in the neighbourhood. When it was known, 
with the rapidity that such things always are 
known, that Lady Javelin had shown no 
signs of temper, but had merely asked that 
a dirty room might be cleaned without delay 
and had been refused, the thing of course 
became a crying scandal, and what had first 
been laughed at as a foolish froHc on the part 
of men who ought to have known better now 
provoked a good deal of head-shaking over a 
distasteful subject affecting the honour of the 
coimty. 

The only question in the mind of the hearers 
of liie escapade had been, "What will Lady 
Javelin say when she comes home? " Will she 
forgive her husband and condemn his guests? 
Will she make a terrible row and say disagree- 



by Google 



^JV ATTEMPT 55 

able things about man in general and certain 
women's husbands in particular? Will she 
eventtially forgive the other men because of 
tJieir unoffending wives, and will she vent a 
most natural annoyance on the man who 
permitted such a disgraceful orgy in his own 
house? 

There were no surmises as to Sir Christo- 
pher's conduct. There was only one thing he 
could do: that was to have all traces of the 
revel removed without delay, then, to meet 
his lady, hat in hand, and essay to disarm her 
criticism of his former procedure by the tm- 
doubted charm of his present bearing. All 
those who knew Sir Christopher knew this 
was what he would do. What they did not 
know, and what gave life and vigoiu- to the 
situation, was what Lady Javelin would do. 

Consequently, when the true facts leaked 
out of what they had both done, all the men 
condemned Sir Christopher and all the women 
praised his wife. The other men had it well 
rubbed in what their fate would have been, 
had any of thran acted host on such an occa- 
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sion with similar ill-timed resists; and an 
afiair that could have been dismissed with a 
laughing grace to oblivion, now became the 
absorbing topic of conversation. 

When Lord and Lady Cumberland heard 
the general version of the tale going round, 
they politely declined to believe it. They 
said they knew the Javelins both so well, were 
so acquainted with their characters, were so 
thoroughly aware of their devotion to each 
other, that it was impossible to hold such an 
idea as Sir Christopher's refusing any reason- 
able request of h^ wife. 

However, to prove assiirance doubly sure, 
they sent out invitations to dinner that the 
Javelins themselves might by their mere 
presence and behaviour give the lie direct. 
From the Cumberlands' point of view this 
dinner was not the success they hoped it 
would be. 

Lady J. played up well, but her gaiety was 
forced, out of compliment to her friends, and 
was not the natiural gaiety to which they were 
used. Sir Christopher was silent with the 
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gloomy silence that makes ordinary and 
polite conversation appear an intrusion, and 
when they left, it was a relief, yet a relief 
combined with a sense of failure. 

After that the situation became acute. Was 
it possible that one man's pig-headedness 
was to act as a spoil-sport on the whole County? 
It was not possible. In a hospitable shire 
such as this, where the large landowners lived 
on their land, where the lords and the commons 
mixed and mingled on equal terms a dozen 
times in a week, where each great house did 
its fair share in the entertainment of its neigh- 
bours, with such traditions, such surroundings, 
and xmder such circumstances, it was not 
possible to permit the continuance of a dosed 
door by the order of one against the decree 
of the many. 

It was generally agreed amongst the men 
that the soft persuasions of his wife having 
failed to bring him to his senses, Sir Christopher 
must now be made to yield by the combined 
forces of the male population who numbered 
him as their friend. They told Lady J. they 
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intended to rescue her from the dungeon of 
despair in which she had been cast by a mis- 
take in judgment. They rather prided them- 
selves on the part they meant to play. It had 
a glorifying effect on them to pose as chival- 
rous knights to a lady and her child, for they 
never forgot that Uttle Chris had to be con- 
sidered. If his own father set him aside, it 
behooved them all the more to act as sponsors 
for the present well-being and future happiness 
of the next man in. 

Lady J. was grateful, in a manner that 
misery almost disguised. For how could she 
bear, how could any woman bear, to feel that 
outside help was necessary in a conflict of 
wills between two who for years had lived 
in unexampled intimacy and devotion? 

Therefore she decided to fight to the finish 
this fight that daily she knew to be of the 
devil. Single handed she would fight — and 
yet not single handed, for surely on her side 
there would be God. 

She told no one what she meant to do, but a 
month from her return home, a whole month 
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of distress, of torture, of patience, of love, 
bruised and battered, but still love, bright 
and shining that day month, or rather late 
that night, saw her come out from her bed- 
room in a short petticoat with her gown pinned 
up round her waist, a large apron, and a cap 
or white thing covering over her hair. 

She went to the housemaid's cupboard and 
collected a pail, some flannd, some soap, and 
an armful of brushes and brooms. These she 
carried through the quiet house and placed 
outside that door, the voluntary opening 
of which she believed would break an evil 
spell. 

The physical exertion brought a healthy 
colour to her cheeks. She turned towards 
Sir Christopher's den, paused with her hand 
on the banister rail, looking up at the moon 
shining through the hall window, then bowing 
her head, knelt suddenly and almost momen- 
tarily on the bottom stair. 

A cry for help? scarcely. More an act of 
reverence to the Lord of Battles who would 
crown her efforts with success. 
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She opened Sir Christopher's door and 
walked up to him where he was half dozing 
in a chair. 

"Wake up," she said, "I want you to help 
me." 

He gazed at her with the stolid gaze she had 
endured for the last month. "I want you 
to help me" m^ht surely have stirred him 
rather than the more natural phrase, "I 
have come to help you." This latter a 
man might conceivably resent; the former 
he could not. 

"Wake up, Chris dear, wake up!" She 
held out her hand and the man put his into it, 
instinctively, because it had been a habit of 
years. 

She held it silently, conscious of the forces 
working for his salvation. "Come," she said 
gently, "come with me, I want you. " 

"What for?" suspiciously alert. 

"You know what it is for. You and I are 
going to clear up that room, so that nobody 
else shall see what it is like. I 've got every- 
thing ready, but its " 
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The man frowned, "What's that in yotir 
hand?" 

She did not know she had anything in her 
hand. Looking down she saw an unfamiliar 
scrubbing-brush in her grasp, and laughed. 

"This is the thing we 've got to use. I 
don't think I 'm mudi good at it, but perhaps 
you can manage the difficult bits. It will be 
great fun. Only we mtost not make a noise 
and wake the house. " 

She tiptoed softly to the door as she spoke. 
Chris followed her as if absently, his hands 
deep in his pockets. When he saw her stoop- 
ing over the pail, he seemed to recognise her 
motive in calling him. 

"Now," she said, picking up the soap gin- 
gerly in the flannel, "you carry in the water 
and I 'U -" 

Hk" sentence tailed away into silence, for 
the invisible forces of which she was conscious 
suddenly met and crashed with an opposing 
force of apparently equal strength. The 
whole man changed as she looked at him. 
From being half awake and wholly indifferent. 
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he stepped ready anned on to the line of 
defence, facing her, metaphorically speaking, 
sword in hand. 

She did not feel afraid. She was not fight- 
ing Chris. Chris had disappeared. In his 
place was the devil. 

She did not lose her head with the shock. 
She knew instinctively that diplomacy was 
aU the more necessary. Diplomacy had never 
been necessary in her dealings with her ht^- 
band. What she had wished, he had wished. 
They had been two people of one mind; now, 
it was different. 

"Will you help me?" she said again by 
way of conciliating his satanic majesty, 
ignoring the little rule of etiquette that 
forbids Beelzebub casting out Beelzebub from 
places where he has a strong motive for re- 
maining. 

In the present instance the man took up his 
position back to the door the woman wi^ed 
to open, facing her in an attitude of determined 
opposition. She felt all the time she was 
parleying with the devil, yet she said, "Now, 
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dear," as though she were talking with her 
husband. 

"I 'm not — going — to open this room, not 
if you keep me standing on guard all night. '* 

"No? then let me open it. We can't keep 
it locked for ever, you know. The Hobsons 
and Fitz- Jameses are coming to stay next 
week." 

"Are they?" 

"You know they are, ai^ there 's no need 
for them to find us all at sixes and sevens." 

"You are simply wasting your breath 
talking like this. I intend to keep this room 
closed or any room in the house closed that I 
have a fancy to. It 's my house; you are my 
wife; you 'II obUge me by seeing my wishes 
are attended to." 

" Chris, if you don't do this thing — ^to please 
me, because I ask it, I '11 never so long as I 
live ask anjrthing else of you, never. " 

"Alliight! Sobeit!" 

"So be it! Now I know who you are. 
You 're the devil!" 

"Thankyou. You are very complimentary." 
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Her flash of perception was speedily dimmed 
by previous knowledge. Within two minutes 
she was using all the wiles known to woman 
— ^in vain. She reasoned with him. She spoke 
softly. She told him she loved him. She 
prayed him not to be hard-hearted against 
her. She went down on her knees, forgetting 
he was the devil and thinking only he was her 
husband. Down on her knees, holding his 
hand, she tried with all her strength to break 
the spell that was on him, and failed. 

She weighted the scale with his love for her, 
for his son, for his mother. She threw in his 
pride of the name and the place. She fltmg 
pell-mell on one another all the tender mem- 
ories of years, and they weighed nothing in the 
balance against her. In the other scale was a 
stubborn will and a heart of stone. 

She rose. "Never again Chris. I 'U never 
ask you again — anything, never. " 

' ' So you said before, and as I remarked then, 
I remark now: ' AU right! So be it!' " 

She almost saw red streaks of light shooting 
from him. She almost smelt something 
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sulphurous. She felt stung with darts thrown 
at her, and threw back in response what was 
handiest— soap, flannel, a broom, brushes — 
one after the other. She kicked the pail and 
rejoiced to see it hit his shins and the water 
run into a pool. 

As always, things rejected intended for 
help, turned to his hurt. And the devil who 
had done away with her husband and had 
thought to deceive her by taking his place, 
laughed at her. Laughed at her! Mocked 
her in her misery, as she ran from his presence 
maddened with rage and grief. 
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AND A FAILURE 

A FTER this, feeling ran very high in the 
County. Lady Javelin's illness pro- 
voked many comments not altogether to 
the credit of Sir Christopher. She was very 
very lU. 

The doctors were at their wits* end to know 
the cause. They turned to the master of the 
house for light and information. All they got 
from him was a surprising description of 
Lady Javelin's extraordinary behaviour the 
night of the thirteenth: how she had suddenly 
come to him at midnight, dressed up like a 
servant, and had proceeded to throw house- 
hold utensils at his head; how these very 
things had been found scattered about the 
floor the next morning; how the carpet was 
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irretrievably spoilt by water upset in the 
scrimmage; and how his shin still bore the 
mark of the bucket or pail which his wife, in 
a temper, had kicked at him. 

A most unseemly performance! But ac- 
countable? Could Sir Christopher account 
for the outburst in any way? Had her lady- 
ship shown signs previously of any lack of 
self-control? 

Sir Chrffitopher could not say she had. He 
had always hitherto regarded his wife as a 
level-headed woman, most amenable to his 
wishes. No, he had never experienced any 
trouble with her before. 

But was this sudden outburst wholly \m- 
reasonable, or could he search his mind or 
memory for some foundation, however flimsy 
it might appear to him? 

Sir Christopher admitted somewhat reluc- 
tantly that like all women Lady Javelin was 
an adept at getting her own way. He had let 
her have her head for years. He was very fond 
of her and he had seldom denied her anything. 
However, when he put his foot down, he in- 
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tended to keep it down, and lately he had is- 
sued an order which he was sorry to say had 
given great offence to his wife, who had used 
all her powers of persuasion to induce him to 
rescind that order, but which he had declined 
to do. It was no doubt her failure to move him 
which induc«i this regrettable show of temper. 

The doctors bowed towards him. Possible, 
it was quite possible. But did the order, — 
Sir Christopher would pardon their seeming 
curiosity — did the order affect Lady Javelin 
personally, could it affect her physically or 
mentally? 

Sir Christopher allowed himself to smile 
condescendingly. "Socially," he said, "it 
could only affect her socially. I decided to 
close the large dining-room in the house and 
use the small breakfast room. I had my own 
reasons for doing so, and these her ladyship 
knew. " 

So much for Sir Christopher. So little for 
the doctors. They nodded wisely and left 
foolishly. 

In after years one of these men was called 
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in again and saw the same two people with the 
situation reversed. He then perplexed his 
younger colleague on the journey back to 
town by quoting more than once. 

"The dog went mad and bit the man. 
The dog it was that died." 

He felt it was n't quite correct in the context 
and showed signs of worry, but this is by the 
way. 

Sir Christopher's plausible account, if good 
enough for outsiders, failed to win the ap- 
proval of those chivalrous spirits inside the 
pale who had sworn to restore happiness to 
the Lady J. of their hearts. They descended on 
her husband in ones and twos and in crowds. 
Separately and collectively, they argued with 
him, reasoned with him, rated him, and finally 
abused him in language that was strong and 
vigorous if somewhat out of date as belong- 
ing to a rude and rougher age. 

All to no purpose. Sir Christopher merely 
turned nasty and intimated his intention to 
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rule according to his own will, in his own 
house. If his friends did not like his rule, the 
remedy was simple. 

Ix)rd Cumberland said, " Come, come, Chris, 
you are n't surely going to quarrel with us 
over such a foolish affair. Where 's the 
pleasure for you in having your own way if 
it 's going to upset your wife and everybody 
else? It is n't worth it, man. Besides we all 
feel more or less guilty in the matter. It 
is n't fair to any of tis and it is n't cricket. 
'Tis n't cricket." 

Failiu^ attended these efforts, and anger 
took possession of the souls whose bodies 
in the first instance had been partially to 
blame. The men one and all were furious. 
They understood now how Lady Javelin 
had thrown things. They felt like throwing 
things themselves. Such pig-headed ob- 
stinacy deserved to be attacked with a 
poker, since the gimlet of cwnmonsense was 
. obviously futile. 

When a collection of individuals fed strongly, 
they ustially act together in a manner that 
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each one separately might possibly condemn. 
They did so in this instance. 

They raided Javelin Hall one night after 
dark with every imaginable tool for breaking 
down walls and doors that the hearts of a 
cheery and earnest-minded crew coxdd devise. 
TTiey set to work on the outside of that closed 
room, and having opened a bolted window 
and smashed in a shutter, they were proceed- 
ing by gentler methods to force an entry when 
their former friend and host appeared before 
them. 

He was standing in the middle of the floor 
of the room they had raided, the door was 
open behind him, and the red light from the 
hall shone in on him where he stood. He had 
on an old hunt dress coat, and something dark 
and snaky moved silently over the floor beside 
him. 

His face was white, even his lips. His eyes 
were flashing fire. The colour from the lamp, 
the colour of his coat, the coUing thing beside 
him all gave but one impression. Every man 
simultaneously said, "The Devil!" 
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Then swish and ftill came an raislaught 
that sent them backwards. Helter-skelter, 
tumbling over one another, they hurried side- 
ways from the house they had recently braved 
with a frontal attack. 

The snakelike thing in Sir Christopher's 
hand reared its brazen nozzle and flung its 
spume far out into the night, and the white 
grinning face with its scarlet surrotmdings, 
enframed in the broken window, made an 
impression that the chivalrous souls were not 
very likely to forget. Running with undigni- 
fied haste from a fire-hose did not appear 
funny to any of them at the moment, though 
it made a good story afterwards when the 
bitterness of defeat was passed. 

Thus all was done that coiild be done to 
free a man from bondage. That he had ever 
got there was more or less accidentally his 
own doing. That he persisted in remaining 
bound was also his own doing of set and 
stubborn purpose. 

When Lady Javelin recovered her strength 
she went away for a time with httle Chris, — 
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a time for recovering her energies, for resetting 
her judgment, for re-sorting her ideas, for 
rearranging her world. 

As she journeyed home again, there tiovered 
within her the faintest fluttering hope that a 
miracle might have taken place in her absence, 
a miracle to set right this time what some 
black magic had sent wrong last time. It 
would n't be a greater miracle to find Chris- 
topher, her darling Christopher, alive now, 
than it had been to find him dead then. 

Dead! If his body had been dead, it would 
have been terrible, terrible; but it cotdd^not 
have been the agony of that other find, the 
death of the spirit, the spirit which giveth 
life. 

"Dear God, couldn't a miracle happen?" 

She reached home, but there was no welcome 
for her, save from the luirestrained barks of 
the dogs, and from old servants in deferential 
restraint. 

Sir Christopher did not come in till dinner 
time. Then, standing in the doorway, he 
said, "I hope you're better, I won't come 
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near you. I'm rather muddy," and dis- 
appeared till the second gong. 

After dinner he had some papers to read and 
went to his den alone. Every action, every 
look, every grudging word, betokened his 
deep displeasure at her return, or was it 
her existence? 

She sat on alone till past ten o'clock, then 
pushed open his door, and said quietly, " I 'm 
going upstairs, Chris, now." 

"Are you?" He turned round in his chair. 
"Then good-night. I 've changed my room, 
you '11 find. I 'm sleeping downstairs. It 
suits me better and I beg in future I may not 
be troubled with any more midnight visits. 
One such is enough to last me a life time. As 
you have so Uttle regard for my wishes, I 
have taken precautions which will, I think, 
make it ahnost impossible for even you to go 
against them. Good-night. " He ttimed 
back in his chair, and she closed the door. 

The next day she saw him at breakfast 
when he read his letters silently, putting each 
one into his pocket in a strange, fiutive sort 
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of manner. He seemed to eat a great deal, she 
thought, omitted to help her to anything, and 
left without having spoken a word. She saw 
him in the hall later and asked if he would be 
in to lunch. He said "No, nor to dinner 
either. " He would not be back till late but 
nothing need be kept for him. 

She stood motionless for a few minutes, 
then ttmied round the comer by the closed 
door. It was barred, with five iron bars 
driven at either end into the stone wall. She 
came back, crossed the hall, and went out 
by the garden entrance. A little way down 
the gravel walk she stopped, looking at the 
big windows of the dining-room. Barred on 
the outside every one of them! 

As she looked, a sound in the distance 
caught her attention and presently she saw 
two strange bloodhounds crossing the park 
in charge of a keeper. She gazed astonished, 
wondering at the man's audacity. He came 
up close to the rail which divided the park 
from the garden, touching his hat as thou^ 
he wished to speak. She saw it was one of 
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their own men and went over the grass to 
the railing. 

"Good-moming, my lady. I thought as 
how you 'd like to see the 'ounds. " 

"Yes, Paul, good-moming. Where did 
they come from?" 

"Don't know exactly, m' lady. Sir Chris- 
topher he brought them along a week ago; 
told me always to bring them up to the house 
when he was out of it. I 'm taking them along 
now. " 

He passed on and Lady Javelin retraced 
her steps. 

All that day she was alone, and the next, 
and the next. She saw her husband only at 
their meals, and he spoke to her only once. 
That was to forbid her having the Hobsons 
or Fitz- Jameses or any one else to stay. She 
did not combat his decision. She was too 
miserable, — miserable with him, to see him 
as he was; miserable without him, remembo"- 
ing what he had been. 

At the end of six months she realised this 
was indeed to be her life, the life she had to 
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face: the awful temfjring loneliness, because 
imutterable; the silent hidden grief of widow- 
hood in the lifetime of her mate. 

Then followed the years—years in which 
Sir Christopher perceptibly lost the grasp of 
things, years in whidi little Chris grew strong 
and big and went to school, years in which 
the doctors tried their skill and talked of 
"retarded growth," of "symptoms of shock," 
of "arrested development," of "atavism," 
and many otiher high soimding phrases, which 
did no good to the patient or to his nurse, and 
which always ended with the same words, 
"the cure of the disease mitst come from 
within. When Sir Christopher wishes to be 
cured the cure will have begun. " 

Sir Christopher at no time expressed any 
wish to be cured or to be absolutely other 
than he was. He acquiesced in his miserable 
existence. "It could n't be helped, " was the 
utmost any one ever got from him. Whether 
it was the parish priest, softly calling on his 
wandering spirit by putting forward the 
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claims of the spirit, or the family lawyer, 
gently taying to reach his mind through 
matters of intelligent but every day affairs, 
or friends and relations, wise and cheerful, 
endeavouring to bring to his memory inci- 
dents of bygone days — to one and all came 
the same baffling reply: 

"I don't understand you. I d<Mi't know 
what you're driving at, I don't know what 
it is you want me to do. I 'm made like this. " 

It was heart-breaking. 

Latterly there was only one thing he knew 
and recognised. That was his wife's step. 
He would start up alert and eager with, 
"There she is. She 's coming now to try and 
get into that room." Then he wotild grin 
widely. "She can't get in, you know. I 've 
locked the door. She's such a suspicious 
woman. She's always wanting to see why 
I 've locked it. But I don't mean to tell her. 
A man must be master in his own house, 
don't you think so? " 

And the poor bewildered listener would 
agree with a heart full of pity for such a 
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master, finding a nod in silence was enough 
to keep him running on in this strain for a 
long time. 

"My wife's such a suspicious woman — 
women are suspicious, you know. There! 
She's going away now. She can't get in, you 
see. Is n't it splendid fun? I 've kept that 
key for years. She doesn't know why I 
locked it, neither do I sometimes. I forget 
sometimes. " 

It was dreadfully sad. 

And through it aU Lady Javelin had a 
conviction that if they could unbar that 
rocon, and show it to him with the windows 
open and the sunlight pouring in, with her 
there alone smiling at him, it would bring 
back a sense of Hie old love and the old life 
and would restore him to his former self. 

But no one advised this. And she could 
not tmdo those bars alone. 

So there he hved, in his two rooms down- 
stairs, witii his bloodhounds outside his door 
and a man within call, obsessed by one idea, 
which idea spread like a disease through him 
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mentally and physically. His powers became 
atrophied from want of use, gradually he 
lost all power save the most elemental. He 
cotdd still eat and sleep; he oould still appre- 
ciate a bed and a bone. 

His brain softened, and then, a long time 
afterwards his poor body died. And when 
that was dead, Mr. Dolphin had the iron bars 
loosened quietly at night. And when it was 
buried, young Chris had the door and windows 
flimg open to the light of day, and found no 
reason why they should ever have been closed. 
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PART II 

THE ELEMENTS 

There are four different states of the elements : 

Their complete intermiiture ia which Love alone rules and 
Hate is excluded. 

When Hate penetrates, this homogeneous world-sphere be- 
com«s separated into the individual things imtil the dements 
are completely parted from one another. 

And out of this separate condition Love brings than again 
together until fiill union is again attained. 

The Principles of Empedocles. 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE VERNAL EQUINOX 

'T'HEN followed years of blessed peace, — 
* years when the tension o£ the strain 
and the terror and the heart-break relaxed; 
when no dark comers of the house resisted the 
shining of the sxin; when friends from far and 
near came frequently and kept the hospitable 
doors continually on the swing; when inter- 
course was possible with intellects keen to 
exchange ideas; and when in this healthier 
atmosphere, the tired body, soul, and spirit 
were rebaptised into a new life. 

And the new life was young. Christopher the 
eleventh re-freshened everything: his mother, 
his uncles, and his atmts, their manners, modes, 
and morals. And far ten years they seemed 
to live as in a vernal equinox and loved it. 
83 
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At the end of ten years, at the mature age 
of twaity-six, Sir Christopher fell in love and 
knew himself to be a man with a strcmg 
desire for matrimony. 

He had been in love before, In and out 
again several times over, as becomes a warm 
hearted youth; and each time had taught 
him something fresh, leaving him with the 
knowledge there was still more to learn 
when the right woman should appear. 

When she appeared, he recognised her at 
once. She was his equal. 

Her name was Crystal and her age was 
twenty-six. She had been at " Lady Margaret 
Hall" the same time he had been at "The 
House," so that Oxford claimed them both. 
She could beat him at billiards, though allowed 
he was conqueror at tennis. She could 
listen inteUigently on every subject under 
the sun on which he chose to discourse, 
and she treated him sometimes to ideas of 
her own, which were obviously not the 
result of copybook platitudes leamt in her 
youtii. 
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She was the one woman in the world 
created to be his mate. 

There was only one point on which he had 
the advantage of her, that was in the pos- 
session of £. s. d. She was penniless, but 
that was neither here near there, since he had 
enough for both. 

Crystal adored her Christopher, not for his 
£. s. d., but for his personality, including his 
brains. It was the intellectual romps in which 
they were able to indulge, rather than the 
physical games, that quickened her blood, 
quickened her wits, quickaied her spirit, till 
she tingled with pleastu^ at the knowledge 
that above and beside all else her man 
possessed what the French so rightly call 
esprit. 

And Lady Javelin watchii^, wondered at 
them both — how long it would last, how 
soon it would end. 

Also she wondered whethra* Crystal, this 
new sort of girl, would prove the same sort of 
woman as those others who had written 
their names in the Javelin history book, and 
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whether — whether? — Lady Javelin seldom 
answered that note of interrogation even in 
thought. 

Then one day this new sort of girl, who was 
sta3nng in the neighbourhood, came to see her, 
not dressed in her best, not supported by her 
mother, not driving up in a family carriage, 
but in a short tweed skirt, and the latest 
tweed hat. Accompanied by a lot of dogs, 
she was ushered into the hall. 

"I want to have a talk with you. May I?" 

That was what she said, and proceeded 
to give her commands to the dogs that tiiey 
should behave in her absence. Then she put 
her hand through the elder woman's arm and 
drew her towards the stairs. 

It was a long time before either of them 
appeared again. When they did the girl 
whistled gaily, and the scuttling of many feet 
proclaimed instant obedience. She waved 
her hand smiling to the lady in the doorway, 
who turned back into the house. 

Lady J. retmned to her Kttie room upstairs, 
conscious that her thoughts were in a riot. 
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None of them smoothed out quite as com- 
placently as before her talk witii that girl. 
She sat down and ptJled over her embroidery 
silks as though trying to match one against 
the other; in reality she was trying to match 
her ideas with a new set of specimens lately 
brought to her notice. 

They didn't match and they wouldn't ever 
match, she saw that. Being an artist as well 
as a woman, she knew the advantage of a 
contrast in colour, and applied it forthwitii 
to her point of view. 

The girl was in love with Chris. There 
was no doubt about that, but it did n't make 
her jump impetuously at the chance of being 
his wife, it made her wish to know just what 
she was undertaking. She wanted to have a 
full tmderstanding of the family history, if 
she was to enter that family, and she did not 
content herself with the gossip that no doubt 
would be told her if she gave half a hearing. 
She came straight to the man's mother, to the 
woman who rather more than a quartK- of a 
century ago was herself standing on tiie brink 
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of the iinknown, to the woman who had 
weathered such storms as beat round the har- 
boiu* of matrimony, and could tell, if she 
would, of those hidden rocks as it yf&Ki wise 
to beware. 

The doubt in the elder woman's mind had 
been just this: how much to reveal, how much 
to conceal. Should she let this girl take her 
chance as she hersdf had had to take her 
chance without any special preparation or 
warning, or should she tell her that in the 
Javelin history there had never been a woman 
who had played an ignoble part, only that 
and nothing more? 

The saying that, had been volimtary; more 
than that had been involimtary, yet shp had 
said it. She could n't help it. The girl had 
somehow led her on to tell her all she wished 
to know, even to some of the things written 
in the Javelin book. It was due to the fact 
that the Rector had the key that only the 
outside of the book had been shown. 

Many women's names were in that book, — 
wcHiien who had suffered but had never com- 
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plained; women who had endured but had 
never run away; women from all parts of the 
land, from the north; from the south, from the 
east, from tiie west; unknown to each other; 
Uving generations apart; and yet united in a 
virtuous bond of silence. 

Crystal had thought quietly for some time 
after hearing this; then she looked up smiling. 

"But why? Why should they cut them- 
selves off from human sympathy? " 

" Because they were really fine characters. " 

"You are a very fine character, but your 
case was known to everybody. That made 
it easier for you?" 

" In a manner, yes. " 

" Silence is a mistake. It 's because women 
have banded themselves together in this con- 
spiracy that it takes so long to ri^t their 
wrongs." 

Lady Javelin drew back. "Are you, do you, 
go in for women's rights? " 

"Why, yes." 

"Oh, my dear!" 

"Equality, you know, nothing more. I 
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don't mean to fight, but I believe women are 
perfectly eqiial with men. Don't you?" 

"Not exactly equal, dear. There always 
must be a difEerence." 

"A difference, yes, but the difference 
does n't necessarily make for inequality. We 
are equal and we know it, but it has always 
suited the male hitherto to consider us as 
imequal and inferior. This century is the 
dawn in which the poor dear will have to be 
undeceived. " 

Lady Javelin winced at "the male, " though 
conscious of trying to appear au jait with the 
subject in hand. 

"I suppose, right through that book," 
eyeing the red and gold cover, "there is no 
mention of a woman's happiness being secured 
through a man's tact? " 

"I don't seem to remember one." 

"Both in tact and judgment we are of 
coiu"se man's superior, as he is ours in force 
and energy. It 's when you get the two at 
their best set in battle array, that the fun 
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"My dear, I don't think battles are the 
least ftmny. They are very degrading." 

" Dear lady, not half so degrading as being 
a door-mat. Is it cheeky of me to talk to you 
like this? I won't if you 'd rather not, but 
it 's such a pleasure to find somebody of 
another generation who does n't draw down 
the blinds in one's face when caie's mind 
speaks natiM-ally — with the glass ofiE, so to 
say." 

The elder woman smiled at the flattery. 
" One need not be a door-mat. There 's 
surely a mediimi between that and a fighting 
force." 

The girl shook her head also smiling. " Once 
a door-mat, always a door-mat, on which by- 
and-by the family will wipe its dirty boots, 
while it will change into clean ones to go and 
visit elsewhere. I know. I 'm twenty-six. 
I 've seen." 

Lady Javelin put down her work in her lap. 

"You are very yoimg. " 

"Twenty-six." 

"I know, but that 's very yotmg— to me. 
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I 'm forty-six, and for many years of my life 
I 've feH a hundred and six. 

"That 's because " 

"Yes?" 

" Nothing. I don't like to say. " 

"Do say. You think I 've been a door- 
mat?" 

" No, I know you have n't. " 

" Nor a fighting force? Then I 've been the 
thing between?" 

"No. You have been, you are a fighting 
force; but you have n't wasted your powder, 
you 've known when to cease firing. The 
self-control necessary has told upon you. 
Now you will grow young again. " 

A shake of the head. 

"Yes you will, and I shall help you. You 
will help me to be wise, I shall help you to be 
young. Is that a bargain, mother-in-law to be? 
If so, we will seal it with a time-honoured 
custom!" 

The girl and the woman kissed, and smiled 
each at the other. 
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A FAIRY-TALE ENDING 

'T'HE move had begun, the move from Jave- 
lin Hall for the lady who had reigned 
there twenty-seven years and more, and who 
was now moving into the dower hotise at the 
other end of the park. 

The yoimg couple had gone off on a long 
honeymoon, leaving her temporarily in pos- 
session, leaving it to her judgment entirely, 
to her knowledge, and to her sense of honour, 
as to what things moved with her and what 
things remained behind. 

Everything she had foimd in the house 
belonged to the house of course, but every- 
thing brought into the house through her 
taste and skill she was to consider hers to 
take or leave just as she pleased. 
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"Darling Mother, 

"I want you to have evaything you want 
to have, because I know you will never want 
to have what we would n't want you to have, 
and tell old Dolphin to make yo\i comfortable 
first, and see that everything is right for you, 
before he begins our papering and painting. 
We shall dart round to you the moment we 
come home but that won't be for a long time 
yet. Crystal sends her love, the real thing 
straight from a warm and bubbUng heart, 
she says, and not the conventional apathy of 
a conventional daughter-in-law. 

"Ever your devoted son, 

"Chris." 



This letter was in Lady Javelin's hand as 
she went round the house tying labels on to 
the furniture that belonged to her. Every 
room had been visited and everything was 
ready to go next day. 

She handed Mr, Dolphin the list, then took 
it back from him, hesitated, and added ihe 
word "cradle," folded the paper in two, and 
went on talking while he put it in his note- 
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book. Then she went upstairs with a disa- 
greeable lurking feeling of guilt. 

Everything she had brought into the house 
she was entitled to take out and she had 
brought tliat cradle, that is her husband had 
bought it at a sale in the long ago days when 
for her to wish for a thing had been to possess 
it, and it had lived in her room ever since, 
filled formerly with toys and cushions for the 
tiny Chris to play in when she wanted to have 
him with her and yet to keep him quiet; since 
then, since the day Chris had turned out the 
toj^ and ordered the cushions to be burnt, 
she had used it for hats. It was a Jacobean 
cradle, and the hats in it were guarded from 
dust by the (»t cover she had worked in 
imitation of an old English design. It was all 
hers. It absolutely belonged to her; even 
the old "Punch" tied on the top of the hood, 
sitting astride and playing his broken cym- 
bals, was really hers. That is, she had bought 
it fcff little Chris and it had always lived 
there. She could n't part with it. She could 
not leave this thing behind. She tied on the 
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label with a double knot, ai^iuing all the time 
with an imaginary Cr3rstal. 

"You see, dear, it had always been in my 
room. The servants thought it was mine — 
in fact it was mine — I mean it is mine — but of 
course if you and Chris feel you would like 
to have it — " she left a blank, hoping in imag- 
ination that Crystal would say, "Oh, no, we 
don't want it a bit. I like a muslin and lace 
arrangement, all soft and fluffy." That is, 
of course, if — ^when she had imagined as far as 
that, she imagined herself just giving the cradle 
a touch with her foot and saying, "Oh well, if 
you don't want it, it does very well for hats, " 
and having discharged her conscience, she 
would then change the conversation. 

The next evening she was going to bed in 
her new room in the old house, and she hardly 
felt lonely or strange, for there at the foot of 
her bed stood the cradle and "Pimch." She 
set it rocking: she was a woman of forty-six 
and had been a widow for years, yet she 
smiled in her sleep, though awake she felt 
like a thief. 
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By-and-by the couple came home, radiantly 
happy, overflowing with the milk of human 
kindness, which made them completely charm- 
ing to their neighboms, friends, and relations. 

Word was soon passed roimd as to their 
chief characteristics. Sir Christopher was 
clever in an intellectual fashion, very clever. 
If Sir Christopher said a thing, it was worth 
listening to and attending to. He was a man 
of brains. He had read a lot and thought a 
lot. His wife emphasised this opinion of him 
by constantly referring to him as an authority. 
"Chris says" or "Chris thinks" fell off her 
tongue a dozen times a day, and the atmos- 
phere in which they lived got impressed and 
imbued with Javelin thought and ideas. 

"Lady Chris," as she was soon familiarly 
called, to distinguish her from "Lady J.," 
was witty. This reputation was easily estab- 
lished by the fact that a clever man like her 
husband was obviously amused at her, and 
constantly laughed delightedly when she 
spoke. Therefore the rest of the world laughed 
when she spoke, and admired what he ad- 

7 

C,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



98 THE SHAPE OF THE WORLD 

mired, so that the popularity of the young 
couple was as assured as had been the popu- 
larity of his father and his mother in the 
early days of their early married life. 

And thus things continued till after the 
birth of the first and second babies, which 
babies had lovely bassinettes in which to lie 
and sleep and coo, in their white and dainty 
nmseries, and a still more lovely cradle in 
which to rock and romp and play, when they 
went across the park to visit grannie, whose 
little boy had grown up and left her with an 
empty cradle and a dear old ' ' Punch. " 

Lady JaveKn at the dower hoiae was happy 
as the day was long. She got up in the morn- 
ing feeling happy, and she went to bed at 
night feeling happy. She was visited by all 
the hosts of people who flocked to the hall, 
and flocked on to her to tell her what they 
thought and felt as well as to find out what 
she thought and felt. And the praise that 
she heard on all sides of the reigning lady 
gave her pleasiu^ beyond the usual pleasure 
felt by a mother-in-law for her son's wife, 
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becatise this mother-in-law dearly loved her 
daughter-in-law as her daught«--in-law loved 
her. 

Such harmony seems to belong only to the 
millennium, and in thinking of it afterwards, 
Lady Javelin detected the first false note as 
soimding on her ears the day her sisters 
came to stay with her after staying with their 
nephew and their niece. 

What they said was unimportant, for they 
were not brilliant above the average; but on 
the waves of the air they made an impression, 
the impression that Christopher's wife led him 
by the nose. They did not put it as baldly as 
that, but they each managed to convey the 
idea, and the idea rankled sufficiently for 
Lady J. to contradict it at first in gentle 
fashion. After a day or two, she admitted 
that if it were true, it WM-ked v^y well, as no 
one could be happier than Chris, and no one 
of the younger generation of married men 
was looked up to with greater respect or 
had a surer footing in the County. 

The sisters then showed themselves in their 
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true and separate colours. The eldest said 
' ' of course, if you are satisfied, there 's nothing 
more to be said, but for my own part I like 
to see a man rule in his own hotce. How- 
ever — " She never got further than the 
"however, " becat^e at that point her younger 
sister always seemed inspired to state her own 
views forthwith, and did so without delay on 
this wise: 

" It 's a very good thing. Man is meant to 
rule the world, and in return to be himself 
ruled by a woman. If he 's married and that 
woman does n't happen to be his wife, trouble ! 
Dear old Chris will be a success just so long 
as he works with Crystal and not against 
her." 

Lady Javelin hated to hear this said, as one 
does hate to hear an obvious truth stated 
with a false air of overbearing originality. 
She looted at her younger sister reprovingly, 
though horribly conscious there was nothing 
.justly to reprove. The sister's eyes were 
cast in another direction so the look was 
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This small incident, tiiough ptished out at 
the moment, came back into her mind later 
on when the miUennium seemed rolling away 
into the past. 

Meantime Chris was developing intellectu- 
ally. Besides being a devoted son, husband, 
and father, besides fillin g all his obligations as 
a landlord, a magistrate, and in this year of 
grace, high sheriff, he read and worked and 
thought and schemed, to make manifest an 
idea that had taken root in his brain, and was 
being carefully nourished that it might pro- 
vide fruit for the world when the world was 
ripe to receive it. 

He would hardly speak of this idea — it 
meant too much to him. It absorbed him at 
times. He was like a man living in a dream. 
And when people noticed his absence of mind, 
along with his presence of body, then, through 
Crystal, his wife, would follow quickly the 
words: " He 's so clever you know. He'ssuch 
an awfully clever man. He 's probably working ■ 
out a problem for the benefit of mankind," 
followed by awed admiration and silence. 
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It was this very devemess that seemed 
likely to become the stumbling-block to the 
happiness of Christopher's mother, Lady J. 
Not that she was unappreciative of brain 
power, far from it, but she knew and under- 
stood the difficulties attached to the posses- 
sion, imless the power of mental balance was 
equally strong. 

She watched Chris expanding in one direc- 
tion with pride, she saw him contracting in 
other directions with sorrow, not so much on 
her own accoimt as on account of her silent 
daughter-in-law. 

This daughter-in-law had been true to her 
promise. She had helped to renew the youth 
of her mother-in-law, and the overflow of 
gratitude on the one side, mixed with the 
genuine love that wrought the miracle on the 
other, made their positions as agreeable as 
they were imusual. 

Thus it is possible to be dimly aware of the 
different points of view of the women of a 
family when the man of the family, in the 
fulness of time and in the plenitude of his 



by Google 



A FAIRY-TALE ENDING 103 

powers, adopts not only a different attitude 
towards them individually, but starts regard- 
ing them collectively from an aspect so 
changed, that either pity for his mental 
blindness, or glorious admiration for his far- 
sighted range of vision, springs forthwith into 
beir^, and charges the atmosphere with elec- 
trical currents, of which he unconsciously 
becomes the storm or centre. 

When this particular Sir Christopher 
Javelin had attained his thirtieth year, and 
had up tUl then fulfilled all the high hopes 
maintained of him, it was generally supposed 
that in his case, at any rate, the end of the 
fairy tale would prove to be true. 

"So they married, and had lots of children, 
and lived happily ever after. " 

Such an ending is fitting to fairy tales. 
In the world of fact, the end is usually a long 
way off from the time when two people first 
lived happily together in the bonds of matri- 
mony, but, as the happiness lessens in the 
lives of the characters, so the interest not 
infrequently deepens. 
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A ND if you had your choice, you that are 
going to be married, would you choose 
that your life should be happy or interesting? 
It can seldom be both. There are cases which 
preserve the ideal for some of us to look at, 
if we may not toudi, but they are rare, and 
bring us near to tears when we see them in 
their beauty. 

Well, a man will generally choose that his 
life shall be interesting, a woman will prob- 
ably choose that hers shall be happy; and this 
love of interest mates with a love of happiness, 
and lives side by side, cheek by jowl, night 
and day for a week, a month, a year, or even 
for many years. Then comes the little fric- 
tion, when the interest grates upon the happi- 
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ness, or the happiness perchance is thought to 
be hindering to the interest, and the one 
wants to work and live with the other, while 
the other wants to work and live alone. 

How then? Do you wish at that point to 
shut up the book and have nothing more to do 
with the tiresome people who are not content 
to rock their little boat in the cakn waters of 
the harbour, tiresome people, who wilfully 
adventure forth into the wild waves of the 
open sea and, worst insult of all, manage the 
little craft themselves, calling not to you for 
help, ignoring your advice of a pilot? 

If so, "Good-bye." The rest of the story 
is not for you. 

Sir Christopher Javelin in his thirtieth year 
knew that his life was ovCTflowing with 
happiness, knew it so well, had breathed the 
air so long, that he had accustomed himself 
to believe the thing for which other men and 
women will barter their souls belonged to him 
by prescriptive right, would live with him 
always, no matter how treated, how neglected. 
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Happiness would never divorce Interest. 
That was as certain a thing to be relied on 
as a man's point of view. Happiness could 
not exist without Interest, any more than the 
female could exist without the male, also a 
man's point of view. Happiness could be 
relied on to stay in his life whatever Interest 
might do. 

Therefore in his thirtieth year Sir Christo- 
pher decided that Happiness, that soft and 
feminine thing, might be trusted not to inter- 
fere with the harder and masculine Interest, 
which was calling to him out of the Ewigkeit 
with a voice not to be disobeyed. He an- 
swered gladly, cheerfully, with an exultant 
thrill that betokened in the future a more in- 
teresting happiness than had yet been his to 
attain. 

And this interest was to be a great interest, 
a universal interest, nothing small, and mean, 
and petty. It involved large difficulties, hard 
work, and enormous courage. It was nothing 
less than the shape of the world. 

At different periods in Sir Christopher's 
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life he had iinconsciously prayed an unorigi- 
nal prayer, in which he fervently thanked 
God he was not as other men — due, not so 
much to the overflowings of a grateful heart, 
as to the keenly valued appreciation of his 
own originality in the thoughts common to 
men. 

From his earliest youth he had been taught 
that the world was round. He had affected 
to believe it, feeling all the time within him- 
self that such teaching was fooUshness, and 
waiting with the patience of a bom scientist 
for the day when he could prove the falseness 
of such a doctrine. 

This idea had lain dormant through the 
greater part of his life, but it alwaj^ had 
existence in his brain. He had pandered 
outwardly to the rotmd and popular belief, 
kicking inwardly at a world he knew, but 
could not prove, to be fiat. 

His larger interest in life first showed itsdi 
by his clearance from his room of aU childish 
and feminine trifles. He turned out his wife's 
work-box and his sons' playthings. He kept 
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his door shut and he put up a laige "Silence" 
at the end of the hall leading to his passage. 
Then he felt he had made a beginning. 

It took a week or two for his small sons to 
understand that their father's room was no 
longer a happy hunting groimd where lions 
and tigers roamed under and over the fur- 
niture, but they did learn and speedily took 
ticlffits for a "prairie" where the sport was 
better. 

It took almost a month for tiieir mother to 
remember she mmt not dash into Sir Christo- 
pher's den with all her siHy ideas and spread 
them out before him, and rant, and rave, 
and smile, and laugh, as she foolishly talked 
them over with him. Foolish? Yes, no 
doubt it was foolish, but then she had al- 
ways done it ever since they were married, 
and it was dull remembering to be wise when 
there was a certain excitement in being foolish. 
Still in time she too remembered and began 
keeping her ideas to herself. Wisely? 

The man worked hard. He pored over 
books and papers. He bought a typewriter 
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and made a horrid mess. He got a stoop from 
the shoulders and a frown between his eyes. 
He lost the joie de vivre himself and soon 
regarded the laughter of others, as "the 
crackling of thorns under a pot. " 

He too kept his ideas to himself. They 
were shut fast in his brain as he was shut 
fast in his room. He disliked going out amongst 
the ignorant people of the world. They jarred 
on him more tiian he could bear. This in- 
ward consciousness of a superior knowledge 
for which as yet he could offer no proof, only 
produced an outward irritation, difficult to 
allay in tiie atmosphere of error which envel- 
oped the material world. "Some day," he 
would say to himself, "some day I shall be 
able to teach what I know." 

Then suddenly a strange thing happened. 

He walked back with his Cousin Milly to the 
village one evening as he had done a thousand 
and ninety-nine times before. Nothing strange 
in that. But on the way he listened to her 
with different ears, and he looked at her with 
different eyes, and he found her altogether 
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different — not yet like the apple in the Garden 
of Eden — ^but altogether diff«ient. That was 
the strai^e thing. 

He returned slowly full of profound thought. 
The shape of the world was interesting to 
MiUy; Milly shaping the world would be 
interesting to him. 

He himself— A flat world- And Milly! — 
It made him giddy to look over the edge of 
things. 

He went back and sat down in his den. 
This profundity of thought, this sudden dis- 
covery of an interest shared, gave the man a 
headache. He sat inert and miserable the 
following day. His wife came in and spoke 
to him. He did not answer; he felt too ill. 
She laid her hand on his head. It was cool 
and nice. He b^ged her to keep it there. 
She stood beside him where he sat, putting 
first one hand and then the other on his 
torttired brow. Once or twice she thought of 
leaving him, but he asked her to stay. She 
also said something about a nurse, and later 
on about fetching the doctor. He shook his 
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head. "Not bad enough for that. '* Wcmmn- 
Uke she did n't seem content and "went on at 
him "about having them both. Hemurmured, 
"Thank you, but I don't wish it." 

" Well I do, " she said and left the room. 

Left the room, left him alone, left him when 
he was in pain. She did n't care. She did n't 
care for him, nor for his ideas, nor for his 
sufferings. She left him alone just when he 
wanted her. He heard the telephone bell 
ring and rang his own to ask the meaning. 

The doctor had just received the message 
and would be at the hall in a few minutes. 

" I don't want the doctor, who sent for him?" 

"Her ladyship, some little time ago. " 

"I won't see him. You can say it was a 
mistake. Do you hear? I won't see him!" 

"Very good, Sir Christopher." 

A motor horn soon made itself heard in the 
drive. A bell pealed, and steps crossed and 
re-crossed the hall. 

Sir Christopher went out and faced the 
doctor coming in. 

"I 'm all right," he began with an attempt 
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at a laugh. " It was n't really necessary to 
send for you. I!" 

The doctor nodded and went up the stair- 
case two steps at a time. 

Chris thought it odd and rather rude, but 
went back to his d«i and to work. As he 
worked he felt the need of sympathy, imder- 
standing sympathy, not so much with his 
physical headache as with his mental schemes. 
This understanding sympathy he could have 
from MiUy. Milly only Uved in the village. 
It would do him good to walk as far as the 
village. 

Some two hotirs later on his way home the 
doctor hailed him. 

"Congratulations, Sir Christopher! A very 
fine little daughter with a fine pair of limgs 
is waiting for you at home." 

"What?" 

"Yes, that's what you'll find and the 
mother as well as possible. Good-bye." 

Sir Christopher stood stUl, dazed with the 
news. It was n't fair to surprise a man like 
that. His wife might have told him. What 
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business had women to go and do things so 
stiddenly, without a word of warning? It 
was n't fair to the man. 

And the man so unfairly treated walked on, 
no enthusiasm in his step, no anxiety in his 
mind, no palpitating excitement in his ima- 
gination at his wife's silent achievement, no 
rush of desire to see his new daughter. A wall 
of fact surroimded him, the fact that his wife 
had left him when he had a headache. He 
could not clear this wall at a bound. 

Poor Chris! His mother met him at the 
door. Her eyes were bright as though tears 
stood in them. She kissed him without 
speaking. 

Of course every one knows it 's a royal time 
for women when a baby is bom in a house. 
How they ftiss! How tiiey enjoy the whole 
situation ! From some men's point of view it 's 
a purely feminine matter with a good deal of 
hysteria attached to it. The man is far better 
out of the way, till the bill comes to be paid. 
Thus argued Sir Christopher to himself after 
his daughter's arrival. 
I 
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He had not aipied so on the birth of his 
eldest son. His pride and his joy were trium- 
phant that day when he saw Crystal with a 
little, funny, red face tucked into her ann. 
Then, because he too had suffered — ^for her, 
he had knelt with tears of thankfulness beside 
her and felt he could never love her or cranfort 
her enough for all she had been through — 
for him. 

But then that was" the first and a boy. 
This was the third and a girl. 

And he had beai so proud and happy all 
that first loi^ time of Crystal's convalescence. 
It had n't seemed long to him because there 
were things he could do for her. He had been 
very busy over some plans which he wanted 
to see finished by the time she was well, that 
she might have a surprise. Thus m the bond 
of sjmipathy they lived and deUghted in 
living. 

Then came the second son to strengthen 
that bond, and then Sir Christopher began to 
get tired. He tiiought they had done enough 
for the himian race and said so. His wife 
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failed for once to agree with him. She said it 
laughingly, but he felt there was an imder- 
current of strength in her that might sweep 
him off his feet and into a lai^e family if he 
did not take a very firm stand. 

"A family of two," said Sir Christopher, 
"is quite enough in these days. One more 
than necessity demands, and we can't afEord 
a large family. Besides I hate large families. 
I think they 're indecent. " 

"Poor darling!" His wife had lai^hed 
again, " that 's only because you come of a race 
that — " she paused, "that 's so blue bloody it 
has always existed on a thin line of one. I 
should like to have a niu^ery and a schoolroom, 
both going hard, till we 're quite, quite old. " 

So, in course of time, with a little skill and 
a good deal of tact, she accomplished a daugh- 
ter and sighed in silence that tiiis arrival was 
not tishered in with a peal of bells or a beat of 
drums, feeling it incumbent on her to try and 
make up from the beginning for the scant 
notice accorded by the head of the house to the 
only Miss Javelin bom in a hundred years. 
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THE VOICE OUT OF THE " EWIGKEIT " 

A ND when "Lady Chris" came downstairs 
again after her third retirement she 
found another surprise. 

It differed from the first in that it was 
not so pleasant, though it had its points 
in that it was interesting. The surprise 
was Molly. The interest was in the sur- 
prise. 

That any man, any sane and intelligent man, 
could take up with Milly, could spend hours 
and hours and hours in talking things over 
with Milly, could rush away out of the house 
the minute he 'd swallowed his breakfast, 
and only return when permitted by Milly, 
that any man could do this, would have sur- 
prised the Lady of Javelin Hall, but that 
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Chris should do so amazed her beyond the 
power of words to describe. 

She looked at ttiis feminine cousin with quite 
new eyes, saw, too, at a glance she coidd never 
resemble the apple in Eden, and felt first 
relief, then contempt. Thus women are hard 
to please. She knew then there must cer- 
tainly be some well hidden charm to accoimt 
for this curious state of her family affairs, 
and Crystal at once prepared herself for a 
voyage of discovery into the recesses of Milly's 
mind. Until she had searched and found the 
jewd of fascination, she could only maintain 
a negative attitude of pleasantly noticing 
nothing. 

For many months she had been training to 
keqp her ideas to herself, now she must ap- 
parently live with her eyes half shut. Soon 
no doubt her ears would prove too good at 
hearing, and then, with senses purposely 
dulled, she could no doubt be laid on a shelf, 
wrapped in tissue, or used as a family door- 
mat, just as convenience demanded. 

While indulging such thoughts as these one 
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moment, Lady Chris took herself to task the 
next for aUowing her imagination to play 
when conscious that her body was still weak. 
She put off speaking to Chris until she was 
really well, tmtil she was sure of saying the 
right thing, in the right way, at the right 
moment, forgetting he might not be the right 
man to hear it at any time. 

Then the usual thing happened — she spit 
it out suddenly, on the spur of the moment 
when temporarily disturbed. 

She had asked Chris to come back in time 
to see some people who wanted to be shown 
the gardens after tea. He promised to come, 
but failed to appear. Crystal took them round, 
seeing them halt at every comer hoping for a 
glimpse of the master of the house. She 
apologised for him, and finally saw them go 
with peevish joy on her part and a sort of 
fretful gratitude on theirs. 

Then came Chris. And this is what he said: 

" Sorry I could n't be here sooner, but Milly 
wanted me to stay. " 

The wise woman in Crystal bit her tongue 
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between her teeth and held it finn. Tlie man 
proceeded. 

"I tried to get back for tea, but the muse 
was going strong, and I could n't intarupt 
the flow of inspiration. " 

Through her teeth Crystal said, "What 
inspiration?" 

"Oh, I forgot you don't know! She's 
writing poetry, beautiful poetry. She 's so 
full of ideas. It comes streaming forth at 
times, I hardly dare breathe; yet I daren't 
move for fear it would break the spell." 

Teeth and tongue were freed. 

"Who is 'she'?" 

"MiUy." 

"Sounds rather dull for you. I did n't know 
you liked poetry." 

' ' Not the usual rubbish, but this is different, 
very different. You can feel her soul in her 
face. " 

"I suppose you mean 'see.' " 

"Yes, see it and feel it. She 's wonderful! — 
but I 'm sorry Uttle woman if this makes you 
cross." 
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"I 'm not cross. It 's too silly to be cross 
about. " 

"What is too silly? " 

" Why the whole thing. " 

"What old thing?" 

"Sony you're deaf. I didn't say 'old 
thing.* I said ' whole thing.* " 

"Pity you drop your h's. Do you mean 
Milly CO" your lawful husband?" 

"Both of you — one 's just as silly as tiie 
otiier. What do you want to go tearing 
down there for every time you get an idea in 
yoiw head? What " 

"You know perfectly well why I take my 
ideas down there. I get them sorted out into 
shape and then typed. " 

"I can type." 

"Yes, but you are much too busy. You 've 
got heaps of things to see to for the house and 
— and — ^the children and everybody. I 'm 
not going to add to yoiu- labours. Now 
Milly is more or less an idle woman, a leisured 
woman any way, and she has very much the 
same ideas as I have, specially about'* — ^his 
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vmce sank — "about the shape of the world. 
Talking to her is like talking to oneself. She 
feels the same as I do about lots of things. 
Still if you insist on making a quarrel about 
this, of course " 

"Good HeaveiK! A qimrrel! My dear 
man, you 're quite old enough to go your own 
way without any advice from me. If you 
think you 're wise to do what you 're doing, 
you do it. I shaU never quarrel with you about 
any woman on earth — ^I 'm much too fond of 
you — certainly not about such an aneemic 
one as Milly. " 

The mollified expression on the man's face, 
which had appeared at the words, "I 'm much 
too fond of you," gave way immediately to 
one of bitter resentment as Crystal finished 
speakir^. He said nothing, but he looked as 
a tigress might look if danger attended her 
cubs. With a rigid face, white with anger, he 
walked to the door. 

"That's the limit," he said quietly, "I 
discuss the question with you no more." 

"All ri^t. She can't help being ansemic. 



by Google 



122 THE SHAPE OP THE WORLD 

you know. I don't suppose she wants to be. 
It 's in the blood. I didn't make her so!" 

"I heard what you said. " 

"I said she was amemic. " 

"You said ^e was an anaemic worm." 

"Never!" 

"I heard you." 

"Jamais de la vie!" 

"You said you wotdd never quarrel with 
me about any woman. " 

"Because I am too fond of you!" 

"And then, speaking of MiUy, you said 
'Certainly not about such an ansemic worm.' " 

"One! Dear goose, one!" 

"It 's all very well now to say 'one.' You 
said 'worm' at the time. " 

"One! I never said worm. I never thought 
of her as a worm, but now you suggest it, 
sheisra " 

The door banged hard, and loud, and fast. 
The woman on one side had gained some 
knowledge, the man on the other had lost 
some sense of htimour. 

Once upon a time a Frenchman was called 
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to order by his wife. He remonstrated and 
finally defied her. His wife tapped the table 
at which they were sitting and said quietly: 

" Bien Monsieur; mot aussi. " 

The story goes that it had the desired 
effect, and the Frenchman to all appear- 
ances became a loving and devoted husband, 
so that his wife had no future cause to 
complain. 

Love is a beautiful cord by which a woman 
can hold a man, but if one little strand of 
Fear is woven invisibly into that cord, it lasts 
longer and wears better. 

Lady Chris held her man by Love alone. 
She would have scorned that little extra 
strengthening strand, just as she would have 
scorned the meretricious airs that gloss a 
coarse and vulgar mind. Therefore Chris 
had no fear of his wife, therefore his story 
is longer than the Frenchman's. 

He — Chris — was greatly perturbed after 
banging thai door, and the perturbation 
lasted and increased day by day. And day 
by day he felt himself to be getting further 
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and further away from Crystal, and nearer 
and nearer to Milly. 

And day by day he was conscious of the 
shrinking of his happiness along with the 
accession of interest. But the interest belonged 
to the spirit of adventure and the spirit of 
adventure called to him out of the Ewigkeit. 

The thrill of discovery was his, the dis- 
covery that the world was flat and that mar- 
riage was a mistake. Whether it was the 
discovery of the first that helped him to the 
second, or the discovery of the second that 
helped him to the first, and which was really 
first and which was second, he neither knew 
nor cared. They were two simple facts in his 
life that had to be faced. 

But dtuing this turbulent epoch, facing 
these facts, he was not alone. One stood 
beside him, one with dreamy, dewy eyes, one 
of soft, poetic speech, one of qmet and gliding 
movements, one whose plastic brain was on 
fire to prove what he knew, and what she 
through him believed. This one was Milly. 

In taking Milly for his guide, his counsellor, 
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and friend, he dropped, automatically as it 
were, the companionship of his mother and his 
wife and his boys. These things belong to a 
world that is round. There is no place for 
them in a world that is flat. In a flat world 
only MiHy could reign. 

So in his new-found wisdom Sir Christopher 
put Milly on the throne, and she became his 
intellectual consort. 

Like to like. The voice out of the Ewig- 
keit. 
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THE 5TORU 

A ND far four flat-footed years this state 
of things continued. Which time, 
weary and dreary, was but as the heavy cahn 
before the bursting of a brilliant storm. 
The name of the storm was Billy. 
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IN a far distant country, a long way off, a 
man ceased working, for his work was fin- 
ished. He lifted up his head and listened. He 
heard a voice calling. It called and called. 
The man answered and sailed for home. 

On the voyage he met and talked frequently 
with a clever brain spedaUst, whose curious 
knowledge of human nature made him inter- 
ested and interesting. Amongst the "funny" 
cases he spoke about was one of a man 
who had died of the sulks. Rather than 
give up sulking this man had become blind 
and deaf and dimib and densely stupid, 
partially paralysed in body, with a heart 
as hard and cold as his brain was weak and 
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When the specialist was called in, he had 
prescribed a change of mental atmosphere. 
The patient rallied his forces and ^owed 
fight. He was told kindly, but firmly, he 
must change or he would die. 

He preferred to die. He woiold never 
change. And die he did of a fit of the sulks 
prolonged over a dozen years. 

"Hewas' " 

"My uncle!" 

"You don't say so? I was going to add he 
was a rich man with a lovely wife.' ' 

"My aunt." 

"Really? This is very interesting, and had 
a son and heir, houses, and land and every- 
thing a man can want, except the power to 
enjoy them. What was the name of your 
imcle, if it 's not impertinent? " 

"Sir Christopher Javelin. " 

"That 's so. Fine old name, some super- 
stition attaching to it, I fancy. " 

"Yes, the curse of a blessing rejected." 

"Ha! No curse like it!" 

Then they drifted into less personal matters 
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and later on exchanged cards when leaving 
the ship. 

The man who had finished his work in a 
far distant country, went home to see his 
only sister Milly. 

She expressed great delight at his arrival, 
but called him William. She excited his 
sympathy on her behalf as well as his interest, 
for she seemed involved in a difficult situa- 
tion requiring the comfort of a man and a 
brother. This made William glad he had 
arrived. He sat up late into the night listen- 
ing to details of the position, not an uncommon 
one by any means in the coxmtry he had left, 
but assuming an imcommon interest when the 
man's own sister and cousin were entangled 
ever so slightly. 

"And there 's nothing wrong, William. 
You may be sure of that. But you can't get 
ordinary people to believe it. Just a case of a 
man wanting more sympathy than he can 
get in his own home. Crystal, of course, is an 
excellent wife; not a thing against her. She 
looks after the house, and the children, and 
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the village, and does everything she ought to 
do; but she isn't intellectual. She can't 
understand that a man wants something more 
than just the material comforts of life, espe- 
cially a clever man like Chris. He 's full of 
ideas, you know, original ideas, and I fancy 
they clash with Crystal's very prosaic tem- 
perament. She 's a dear thing but thoroughly 
conventional." 

Brother William smoked in silence. As a 
man he sympathised with a misunderstood, 
husband, as a brother he thought MiUy's 
attitude unfortimate — for herself. 

"I fancied," he said slowly, "from various 
rumours that reached me, they were most 
happily married. " 

"At first, oh, at first, they were blissful! In 
fact, till the last baby arrived. I really think 
it was that that upset poor Christopher as 
much as an3rthing. They had got two boys, 
and he was quite content. He wanted nothing 
more, but no, she must have a large family. 
You know what those very healthy women 
are like, never satisfied unless they are peo- 
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pling the world in all directions. So she insists 
on having a daughter, being the sort of wife 
that must have her own way or else makes a 
row. Poor Chris said to me after the chris- 
tening, ' I 'm sure I hope ^e '11 be satisfied 
now, but there 's no pleasing some natures.' 
That was the first idea I had of what the poor 
man was feeling. It was after that he began 
coming here so often, thankful, I believe, to 
get away from a discontented woman, and 
children who did not interest him." 

William took his pipe out of his mouth as 
though to speak, changed his mind, and put 
it back in silence. 

The imspoken thought was this. "Takes 
a clever woman to make a man a father 
against his will. " After that he kissed Milly 
and went to bed. 

Next morning he saw Sir Christopher 
Javelin walking up the garden path and 
went out to meet him. 

"Hullo Chris!" 

"Hullo Billy!" 

The two men, close of an age, stood scan- 
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ning each other. To an outward observer 
there woiUd have appeared to be ten years' 
difference between them. One looked five 
years more than he ought, the other looked five 
years less than he was. One had the effect of 
always stooping and looking in, the other the 
effect of stretching up and looking out. 

They talked till lunch time, when three 
people sat down as a matter of course. No 
invitation had been given that William knew. 
He wondered. 

After limch Sir Christopher showed Milly 
a paper and asked her to type it for him. She 
took it at once out of the room. Sir Christ- 
opher followed her, and WilUatn with his eyes 
rather wider open than usual heard a door 
shut firmly, though not actually banged. 

He waited in an attitude of surprise then 
picked up his hat from the hall and went out. 
He went first to visit his aimt, dear Lady J., 
and hoped secretly he might meet his cousin's 
wife also. But luck was against him. Then 
he walked on to Lady J.'s sisters, aunts by 
courtesy, and paid them his respects. 
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From Milly later he heard that Lady Jave- 
lin was away at the sea with the children, and 
would not be home for a week. 

"Why was Sir Christc^her not with them? " 

Well reaUy, could he expect a man to dance 
attendance on his family all his life! He, 
WiUiam, had indeed been living out of the 
world too long for society's ways and manners. 

Poor William! 

He went up to town to see some plays, and 
hear the latest music hall jokes and songs, to 
tide over the days before the Lady of Javelin 
Hall should return to her own. 

There was no disguising from himself the 
small excitement her existence tmconsciously 
produced in him. He Uked to think there 
was a woman in the world he had yet to meet, 
who was somewhere near his own age, quite 
near his own hearth, who would have a pre- 
scriptive right to call him by his Christian 
name, and who might make some demand on 
his spare time, his spare energy, his spare m — 
no she would hardly do that, for of course she 
was very well off. Any way, he was glad he 
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had saved some cash to enable him to enjoy 
life to the full, when he had found a playmate 
with whom he could play. 

Underneath his high moral rectitude he 
hoped — it really was almost a hope — ^that 
Lady Chris would know how to play. The 
delirious sensation of possibly once again 
playing with fire rose up only to be suppressed. 

She was his cousin's wife, the mother of a 
family, the Lady of Javelin Hall. Forbidden. 

She was returning the day after to-morrow. 

To-morrow! 

To-day! 

The situation was simply full of romance, 
looked at like this, — a neglected wife, just 
considered good enough to take the children 
to the sea, while the clever husband stays at 
home and writes articles on the shape of the 
world with a (clever!) woman, who is also a 
cousin; a young man between thirty and 
forty, longing, nay yearning, to act as chival- 
rous knight to some distressed fair one, and 
lay his hand and heart in front of her dainty 
feet. 
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Place^A garden beautiful as Eden; and in 
it the three historic fruits — the apple, and the 
pear, and the rotten medlar. 

Time— Present. 

Was there anything wanting? Only 'the 
acquiescence of the neglected wife. That 
should not be difficult to obtain — in William's 
case. 

It was her mother-in-law who introduced 
him to her. He called about five o'clock the 
day after her return, and found the two ladies 
together. 

"O Billy!" said the elder lady, "I must 
introduce you to Lady Javelin. Crystal, this 
is Milly's brother you have heard vs talk 
of." 

They bowed each to the other, grave, yet 
curious. 

"What very brown eyes, like a dog's," 
thought the lady. 

"True blue," thought the man and mur- 
mured some politeness, smiling. 

She said, "Will you have some tea?" still 
attracted by his eyes, 
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As brown in hue as hazel nuts 
And sweeter than the kernels. 



He would have some tea, and he would talk, 
and he would see the children, and he would 
play with them, and he would see his aunt 
home across the park, though it was a good 
mile out of his way back to the village. He 
would leave a good impression behind for 
the personal benefit of "the neglected wife. " 

He laughed sardonically to himself when 
next alone. Anything less like "that" he had 
never seen. 

A woman who looked like a girl, moved like 
a girl, spoke like a girl, and a girl in the full 
possession of her powers, mental and physical. 
A woman who was a girl at heart, and a 
d — d good-looking one — a wife, but not 
neglected. 

Impossible with that figure, that colouring, 
that air of hers, the carriage of her head, that 
way with her. No, no, no. His eyes fell on 
Milly. He suddenly felt sorry for his sister. 
She must be imder a mistake. A man woidd 
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have all his work cut out for him to keep even 
with a woman like his cotisin's wife. 

"Good old Chris. Wily old bird!" He 
smiled to himself, "and he had thought — ass 
that he was— he had thought " 

The depression that accompanied him to 
sleep, the knowledge of having btult on ideas 
and not facts, the consciousness of the possible 
chance of his lifetime knocked to bits suddenly 
as it came within reach, mixed in his dreams 
and spent itself before morning. 

With the dawn he ceased to worry. With 
the ftdl sun he rose an optimist again. Life 
was worth living, and he was glad he had come 
home. MiUy evidently wanted him. Yes he 
was glad — ^for MiUy's sake. Cheating liar! 

There was a dinner party at the hall; lots 
of people were bidden to meet him. He and 
MiUy went together and enjoyed it. His 
cousin's wife added to her more apparent 
charms the elusive charm of a perfect hostess. 

The most fastidious could be pleased. Billy 
had not considered iiimself fastidious till 
now. In his time he had appreciated a 

C,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



138 THE SHAPE OF THE WORLD 

bar-maid of respectable family, a chorus girl 
whose people had estates in Ireland. Sad 
cases both of them. He had been interested, 
at the time. He remembered now — and 
wondered. 

The best, the very best, and only the best 
of which he was capable, would be of any Mse 
here. To be friends with Lady Javelin, a man 
must have cut connections with all things 
mean and base and low. 

Billy put his foot down on various traits 
in his character, with intention to use them as 
stepping stones for the future. Heigh-ho! — 
but was n't he glad he 'd come home. And 
was n't Milly sorry! 

As day by day passed, William's interest 
increased. The articles on the shape of the 
world were shown to him freshly typed and 
cHpped. He thought they emphasised poor 
originality of thought. They roused no enthu- 
siasm either for themselves or their author. 
He spoke to Milly on a deUcate subject in a 
way that made her think him rough, and she 
said, "if only you understood. " He owned it 
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was what he was trying to do; what he would 
leave no stone unturned to do, if thereby he 
could satisfy his reason in justifying the 
situation. 

And every time he saw Lady Javelin, he was 
more non-plussed than ever. He thought her 
adorable, and wondered how soon he could 
tell her so. 

He loved to hear her mentioned. He would 
twist the talk so as to make somebody bring 
in her name; not a difficult thing to do. It 
required no tact. People were ready to 
talk. 

The two ladies known as the "Anti's" — 
the elder because she was Anti her own sex, 
and the younger because she was Anti the 
other, gave him food for much thought. 

Aunt Patricia spoke to him of the situation, 
not because she wanted to, but because "she 
felt she ought. " WiUiam liked women to have 
principles and encouraged her warmly. 

She deplored to him Crystal's inability 
"to keep her husband's affection." She said 
it quietly with a pink spot in eithra* cheek, 
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because it was such a dreadful and mortifying 
statement to make, but then it was the truth. 
Any woman once blessed with the priceless 
possession of a good man's love should prize 
it and guard it as a thing sacred and above all 
else in the world. She could speak because 
she knew. Her knowledge, as William was 
aware, was long ago founded on a rapturous 
three weeks' engagement to a Captain Fitz- 
James, whose pre-nuptial death had precluded 
for her tiiat riper experience and maturer 
judgment which comes to those versed in the 
ways of matrimony. 

Atuit Patricia's experience of men was a 
singularly happy one and brief as it was happy. 
Because she had known and loved Captain 
Fitz- James, she loved all men. They could do 
no wrong in her eyes. At the back of any 
apparent mistake, Aunt Patricia scented a 
woman. No man would ever go wrong of his 
own accord. He was always the innocent 
victim of some miserably wicked or beauti- 
fully designing hussy, and a married woman 
who failed to manage her own man, was 
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too contemptible to be considered in any 
way. 

William understood that young Lady Jave- 
lin had already entered this category. He 
recognised she was beautiful; he hoped in the 
thoughtlessness of the moment she might be 
wicked or even designing; but miserable? 
Never, if he could help it! 

He said anxiously, " I hope, Atmt Patricia, 
that you don't feel Christopher has been got 
hold of by — ^by any one answering that " 

"Oh, dear, no! He 's much too clever! A 
man mtist have female society. One knows 
that. One does not expect a man to behave 
like a woman. He wants a little fun and a 
little sympathy sometimes, and if the poor 
dear does not get it in his own home, well, 
you know, men always will be men. " 

"Quite so, and that sort of thing is always 
more exciting when found in somebody else's 
home. " 

Aimt Patricia nodded. " I can't tell you how 
I admire your sister Milly, She has simply 
stepped in and saved the sitiiation. She, a 
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cousin, supplies for him what the wife lacks. 
I can't say more than that. " 

William nodded. In those few words she 
seemed to have given him a history of the 
world, and his silence betokened grief mingled 
with admiration. 

On the way home he glowed with the con- 
sciousness that whatever he did, he would ever 
and always have Aunt Patricia's sympathy. 
Likewise the other aunt's. Aunt Judy's life 
glowed also with an admiration that was 
permanent, not temporary, but it was not 
for him or his. His sex existed in Aunt Judy's 
eyes but to be of use to her sex. There was no 
other raison d'Stre for the male. 

Consequently if Billy coxdd justify his 
existence by supporting " the woman's catise, " 
he would in turn have an ardent supporter 
in the most bdlig^ent member of his family 
and generation. 

BiUy determined to so deal with an indivi- 
dual case that Aunt Patricia's words should 
echo proudly for Aimt Jiidy thus : 

"He, a cousin, supplies for her what tiie 
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husband lacks. I can't say more than 
that." 

Billy at the moment had no desire she 
should. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

WILLIAM TALKS WITH BIS AUNT J. 

OIR Christopher Javelin's articles on the 
shape of the world pleased him and Milly 
enormoiisly. They were a pleasure to write, 
a pleasure to read over together, a pleasure 
to type, a pleasure to correct, and a pleastire 
to see in print. 

They were a soiux:e of pleasure, combined 
with amusement, to the neighbourhood. The 
neighbom-hood Hked having a celebrity in its 
private midst, whom they coiild speak of with 
much familiarity when at a distance. They 
loved hearing somebody in Scotland or on the 
Continent sajong to no one in particular; 

"What odd things this man does write. 

Who is he? Does anybody know? " 

They in the neighbourhood knew and 
144 
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squenched their eagerness with poorly acted 
indifference as they drawled slowly: "Odd, 
yes, I suppose he might strike people who did 
not know him as odd. But we know him so 
weU. We live only a few miles from the 
Javelins. And he's clever, you know. All 
his family have been clever, or odd, as outsid- 
ers might call it. Of anirse, he* s most 
original!" 

Billy read the articles and defined them as 
"rot," but then he lacked the refined mind of 
his sister, who felt that reverence for brain 
power was another of the things that William 
did not understand. 

Milly's pleasure in Sir Christopher's printed 
pages was the more commendable in that she 
herself was suffering from a prolonged stage 
of rebtiffs. Her poems were sent o£E to evening 
papers and monthly magazines with a buoyant 
regularity that betokened success past, pres- 
ent, and future, but they returned with equal 
regularity, so that her joy in life was not her 
own peculiar offspring's popularity with the 
public, but the vicarious and altruistic joy 
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of a noble soul watching another's happiness 
in a progeny with whose birth she had nothing 
to do, but whose after-training had been 
lovingly deUvered into her care. 

MiUy moved on a plain far beyond Billy. 
Yet BiUy ventured to interfere with Milly. 
He spoke to her one day not so much as her 
protector and brother, as master of the house. 
It was a most sympathetic speech both in 
manner and matter. It was a revelation to 
Milly of the coarse primitiveness in which 
most men's minds are moiilded. She shuddered 
and shrank from him. He was qmte ruthless 
and told her really very unpleasant things, 
that no nice woman would like to be told. 
He spoke slightingly of platonic friendships 
and was otherwise rather rude. Milly hated 
him and brokenly repeated all he said to 
Christopher. 

Sir Christopher called the nest day on 
Billy and was shown into the smoking-room 
with some ceremony, where he addressed the 
scowling occupant as William. They had a 
warm quarter of an hour alone with each other, 
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in which the brother played a noble part, 
while the husband, taken at a disadvantage 
and having nothing prepared on that score, 
was soon in a wild and sorry plight. 

"I 'm not here to defend my own character 
in any capacity," said Sir Christopher later, 
"merely to defend yoxir sister from your 
monstrous accusations. As my coming here 
in no way interferes with you, and gives your 
sister some poor little pleasiu^ in life, I must 
beg of you to cease meddling in a friendship 
that is evidently beyond your ken and to ask 
tiiat as long as I leave you and your affairs 
alone, so you wiU have the goodness to leave 
me and my affairs alone. Is that a bargain?" 

Billy hesitated, then he said firmly: 

"It is, " and they shook hands. 

The devil had shaken the frying-pan and the 
fat was in the fire. ' 

The immediate result of this conversation 
was that Sir Christopher btimed to do some- 
thing for MiUy that should distract her 
thoughts frwn her disgusting brother and also 
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turn them ftill-tilt into a new and pleasanter 
channel. 

He wrote to the editor of the local paper, 
marked it private, and enclosed a copy of one 
of the rejected poems. He asked the editor 
for his true and honest opinion of it. He threw 
in his own view but admitted he might be 
prejudiced. The poem was unsigned. 

Curiously enough, the editor's opinion of 
the poem agreed absolutely with Sir Christo- 
pher's. He considered it of unusual merit. 
He would be very pleased to publish the poem 
on the usual terms. Was he correct in sur- 
mising it to be the work of Lady Javehn? 
In which case should it be signed, or woidd 
her ladyship prefa* it to appear anony- 
mously? 

William also was suffering from the over- 
heated state of the atmosphere. He too was 
burning to make up to a woman for the abom- 
inable behaviour of her husband. He wanted 
not only to comfort her, but to be a comfort 
to her. The chief obstacle at present was his 
entire ignorance of whether h^ position 
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of comforter would be acceptable to the 
lady. 

She might not need comfort, or — horrid 
thought — she might have already been sup- 
plied with this household want. Intolerable, 
but possible! 

In this torture of suspense he turned his 
steps to the dower house. He must know the 
worst, and if there was a worst, it would most 
surely be known by Lady J. He dreaded yet 
longed to hear. 

He passed through the garden but found 
it empty, on to the house, and was tishered 
into the little room off the drawing-room. 
Lady J. was sitting with her work in her lap. 
Her daughter-in-law was reading aloud some- 
thing that interested them both, for a scarcely 
smothered sound of annoyance greeted his 
over-strung ears. 

He sat down and talked with intent to re- 
move that annoyance and knew to a moment 
when it left in disgust. Then he proceeded to 
be amusing and interesting, so that the 
younger lady laughed, saying he was as good 
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as a play. He liked that. It wotdd do for a 
beginning, but he wotdd love the day whrai 
she found him a comfort. 

The children came in to see tiieir grannie 
and were left by their nurses to walk home 
with their mother. Billy choked down his 
disappointment, and played so wdl with the 
children that he hoped their mother would 
feel sorry at wallong back with them and 
not with him. Then she would arrange 
differently another time. 

After they left, he stood kicking the toe of 
his boot into the gravel without knowing he 
was doing it. 

An angel spoke to him, and for the joy of 
hearing such words again, he stopped kicking, 
stamped the pebbles back into place, and 
said, "Sorry, what did you say?" 

"I said that 's a woman in a thousand!" 

"You don't mean it? Is she, is she?" 

"A dear! I 'm devoted to her. " 

"How ripping, Atmt J. She looks ratiier 
nice. " But he was conscious of a blow in- 
wardly. If his cousin by marriage confided in 
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his aunt, where wotild his chance be? He 
could not rid himself of the desire to loom 
large in the younger lady's eyes. He wanted 
to be "something" to her. He lied even to 
himself. He knew he wanted to be every- 
thing. 

"BiUy! You' ve known Chris all your life. 
Tell me, do you see a change in him or do 
you find him just the same?" 

"I think he looks much the same, older of 
course, but we 're all marching on. " 

"Of course. Let us sit down." They had 
got to a shady comer of the garden where was 
a wide low seat. Billy knocked the ashes 
out of his pipe, encouraging sign that a man is 
ready to listen. 

"Billy, sometimes I 'm afraid. I see signs 
of his going like his father." 

"No, Aunt J., no." 

"You think not? Pray God you 're right, 
but " 

"What about his wife?" 

Lady J. threw up her head. "That's 
where she 's so splendid. She won't allow 
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there 's anything wrong, and yet she knows, 
she knows there is." 

"You know I 've had a row with Milly?" 

"You have n't? Oh, Billy, my de^-, how 
brave of you! Then you saw?" 

"Saw? They never prevented my seeing! 
A furious row; told her what I thought of the 
whole proceeding. She told him, yes Chris, 
and he took up the cudgels in her defence. 
So he and I then had it out. He has forbidden 
my interference in his affairs so long as he 
does not interfere with mine. I have agreed 
to the bargain — an evil one — still I ' ve agreed. ' ' 

"I don't beUeve there's anything wrong, you 
know, not really, but they are so absorbed in 
themselves that they don't see how it strikes 
other people. Besides " 

"Yes?" 

"It 's made him — Billy is it fair for me to 
say this even to you? But you don't know, 
you can't know what it is to see yotu" only 
and beloved son ttiming his back on — on— 
He used to be one's ideal of everything that 
one wanted him most to be. His devotion 
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to me — ^well, you remember." Lady J.'s 
voice trembled, and Billy put his arm through 
hers and held her hand in his red, warm grasp. 

"He made the happiest marriage. She 
insisted on learning the family history before 
she said 'yes. ' So she married with her eyes 
open. And he adored her, was proud of her, 
proud of his boys, proud of the place, his 
position. He was very useful in the County, 
did a lot of unpaid work for everybody, kept 
his youth and health and spirits in a wonder- 
ful way. Then I saw a change after the httle 
girl was bom. He took no interest. Indeed, 
Billy, will you bdieve it when I tell you that 
he never saw Crystal for a week, and after 
that never once sat and talked to her, or made 
much of her, or treated her as anything but a 
tiresome woman who had gone out of her way 
to annoy him? That at a time when a woman 
wants all the petting she can get. " 

The red warm hand comforted Lady J. 
It was so sjrmpathetic and strong. "And 
Crystal made excuses for him, tiU my blood 
boiled. Yes, though he was my son and she 
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was only my daughter-in-law, I have been on 
her ade all through. Then, of coiarse, came 
this Milly craze, when he has n't eyes or ears 
for any one else; when I, Billy, his mother, I 
am less tiian nothing to him — ^less than noth- 
ing!" A tear splashed on to the big hand 
covering the little one. Lady J. put her 
pocket handkerchirf on it with "Sorry, dear 
boy, and I can't say a word, for he is near to 
hating me. I think he does hate his wife, 
really hates her, and the boys too. " 

"Really!" 

"Yes really, I do. That 's the difference 
in the two women. When he loved Crystal, 
he did everything well. He was a man to be 
proud of. She made him love everybody else 
and everybody loved him. He was open 
hearted and open handed. Now he hates 
most of us, he looks the picture of misery, and 
is such a miser you can no more get a shilling 
out of him for any one tiian you can a kind 
word or a caress. Do you wonder that at 
times it seems more than I can bear?" 

"Dear Aunt J.," Billy squeezed her white 
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hand against his lips and kissed the fingers 
with an engagingly absent-minded air. 

"I am sorry," he murmttred, "I 'm dread- 
fully sorry. How long has all this been going 
on?" 

"Since Babs was bom. Dear little thing, 
she 's four years old now and her father has 
never kissed her once, nevCT played with her, 
never treated her as his daughter at all. Billy 
is n't it like " 

"No, my dear, no — not a bit." Billy 
mi^t have been talking to a yoimg girl, his 
voice was positively paternal. "It 's just a 
phase, you know, it 's bound to come right in 
the end. I don't believe when a man has a 
good mother and a good wife, he ever goes 
straying for long, but of course it looks as if 
MiUy is at the bottom of the whole business, 
and if so " 

"I don't agree. I think it just happened 
that MiUy was handy, but I think anybody 
wotild have done just then." 

"The wrong woman at the right time versus 
the right woman at the wrong time — one 
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often sees that Aunt J. It accounts for half 
the worries in the world. What would you 
like me to do, dear? " 

"I don't know! I just had to speak to 
somebody. Perhaps I shall be sorry, but it 's 
so hard to keep silence feeling that a little 
plain language naight do good. I don't mean 
you can put things right. You 've had a row 
already with Christopher." 

"Yes, I 've harassed him, and embarrassed 
her, and generally been told to mind my own 
business. " 

"I 'm sorry, Billy, you should come home 
to this." 

"That 's all right, Aunt J. Glad if I 
can serve you at any time. How would 
it be if, if I — ^took to paying court to the 
lady at the hall? Eh? What? Should you 
approve?" 

"I should lilffi you to be nice to her. She 's 
very, very lonely. Won't have her own people 
often. Does not want them to see. You 
might perhaps go and call sometimes. It 
might wake Chris to his duties, but I don't 
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know. It *s a very di£5cult case. One dreads 
to interfere lest one make matters worse!" 

"Has she ever asked for help?" 

"Never!" 

"I mean not only of you, of any one?" 

"I think not. She won't allow she needs 
help. It *s only I who admit that. It is she 
who comforts me, when I 'm unhappy about 
Chris. She says it 's quite natural for him 
to want to go off occasionally. I think she 'd 
like him to go big game shooting or something 
of that sort. " 

"H'm, has she got a hobby?" 

"Well yes, she has. I can't tell you what 
it is. " 

"Oh, yes. Aunt J.!" 

"No, dear boy, I can't really. I ought not 
to have told you that she had one. I found 
it out by accident, and she 's so very sweet 
about it, but I can't tell you or anyone." 

"Righto! But if she 's got a hobby, it 's 
an enormous help you know. It saves her 
from being stranded." 

" Crystal is n't the sort of woman to be 
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stranded. She 's not a bit like me. When 
my best was taken away, my Ufe was wredced 
utterly. If Crystal's is snatched from her, 
she 'd make you think she had n't lost any- 
thing that was worth having." 

Billy was silent because his tongue was in 
his cheek. 

He got up and walked Lady J. back to the 
house. He said good-bye, leaving a warm and 
grateful spot behind him in a poor bruised 
heart, and took himself home, a bundle of 
ramping curiosity. 
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HE DREAMS OF A PALACE 

DILLY cotild not rest till he had discovered 
Lady Javelin's hobby. Secretly he was 
jealotis of the unknown. If Sir Christopher 
was maldng her unhappy even passively, he, 
Billy, saw his chance of becoming her consola- 
tion. He did not wish to be baulked by "a 
thing. " If she were the sort of woman to be 
engrossed in things rather than people, it 
would not smt him so weE. But how get into 
her confidence? 

As primitive man with a rough idea of 
chivalry, he would have liked to ride up to 
the hall some morning and say to her: 

"Fair lady, I adore you. I am going to 
tal» you away from your ogre of a htisband, 
and if you will come with me, I will bear you 
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off to my palace and other delights." While, 
forthwith, in imagination he saw them whirled 
into a happiness of the evermore kind of order 
in books. 

As civilised man, living in rather cultured 
times, he felt the stem necessity of diplomacy. 
He deprecated the delay this entailed, but the 
excitement thrilled his blood, as the conscious- 
ness of possibly justifying his existence at any 
moment, was now bom in upon him daily. 

He began with the children. He met them 
in their walks and he bought them penny 
toys at the village shop. When the boats 
would not swim, he used a knife that made 
them swim. When the joy of wooden horses 
and tin soldiers was exhausted, he filled his 
pockets with sweets and encouraged the boys 
to climb all over him in search of such things 
as their little souls loved. 

"Cousin BiUy" became a household name 
in a very short time. The children's mother 
was solicitous. "Cousin Billy" was much too 
kind. " Cousin BUly " must not allow himself 
to be tyrannised. 
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William, full of Machiavelian schemes, 
played his part very well. "He was fond of 
boys, very fond of tiiem. It was really a 
kindness after his rough, selfish life in foreign 
parts, it was really a kindness to let him inside 
that Holy of Holies, an 'Englishman's Home,* 
and to let him romp freely with the English- 
man's sons, and to let him pet the English- 
man's daughter, tiiat dainty, white piece of 
goods, who had never been kissed by her 
father. " 

When his free run of the house had been 
fully established and he was known to be 
"always there on the children's account," 
he stumbled on Crjrstal's hobby in the most 
natural way in the world. 

He found her again one day reading aloud 
to her mother-in-law. Both women had a 
bright colour, and their eyes had the light of 
excitement in them. They looked at him as he 
entered and laughed. He did not know if he 
was meant to feel as an intruder, but he had no 
intention of being so obliging and said ruth- 
lessly, "What 'sup, Aimt J.?" 
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"Shall we tell him, Crystal?" 

Lady Javelin looked him up and down 
provokingly. "You can tell him if you like, " 
she said, "on the way home. " 

Thus Billy walked back with his aunt that 
evening instead of remaining with his coiKin, 
but it was all a step in the right direction. 

The secret came out with a jump. 

Crystal had written a play, and it was going 
to be acted in a real theatre, by real actors 
and actresses. And, it was only a curtain 
raiser. Still it had been taken, that was the 
tiling, and it was going to be acted, in London, 
in the autumn! 

Billy was silent from mingled motives. 
Lady J., sure of a sympathetic listener, talked 
on. "This, of course, is what has helped her 
to be so splendid all this long time. She has 
written short stories for magazines ever since 
she was a child. Not under her own name, no. 
She had got two names, one is suitable for the 
Sunday at Home, and the other is n't. " 

Lady J.'s tone seemed to apologise for her 
enthusiasm as she added after a pause: "It *s 
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been my great excitement, Billy, acting audi- 
ence for her. She read me one of her plots 
one day when — ^when other things were very 
bad, and it took me out of myself. She wanted 
to see the effect. She wanted to know if 
anybody could be moved by her way of writing. 
She moved me. Then she told me what pen 
and ink did for her. Pen and ink, plus brains, 
and her dear courageous soul have k^t us 
both from misery. My happiest times are when 
I slip off into her room and we shut the door 
and she says, 'Not at home,' and we live in a 
world of her own creating, with people of wit 
and talent, who make us laugh and sometimes 
cry, who give us thoughts and ideas, and 
worry us never. It does not want publicity 
and a theatre, to make me proud of Crystal!" 
William was amazed. He had not thought 
of this. Brains? — always a questionable 
addition to a woman meant to be loved. 
Publicity? — except such as a man could give 
her — No. He mentally shook his head, though 
outwardly he said something complimentary. 
Then later the rebound seized him and he 
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thought of her two signatures. "One is fit 
for the Sunday at Home and the other is n't. " 
This from Lady J. ! It really was rather aston- 
ishing. It revived those vivid imaginations 
of his regarding a palace and other delights. 
It, well, metaphorically speaking, it turned 
him inside out and upside down, 

A woman with two names of the pen meant 
a woman with a two-fold nature. The domes- 
tic Crystal, who looked after the house and 
the children and wrote stories ior the Sunday 
at Home must of necessity be a diflEerent 
Crystal from the one who required and used 
a second and a different name when writing 
for the week-day world. 

Was Christopher the man to satisfy a two- 
fold nature? Had he such a superabimdance 
of vitality, health, and spirits, that he could 
give, and give, and give, and not be the poorer 
for the giving? 

And if he could give, could he also take 
generously? The one, William knew, implied 
the other. The man or woman who knows 
how to give, knows how to take. Had Sir 
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Christopher this knowledge? When he thought 
of him with MiUy, he said yes; when he 
thought of him with his wife, he said no. 

And if this were so, then the chances were 
all for Mr. Billy WiUiam, the man who in his 
own opinion knew jolly well how to give and 
how to take. 

First he would find out, why she did it. 
He was now at the stage when a name is super- 
fluotis. Was it to still a hungry heart, or to 
feed aching pride; was it to make money, or 
for the love of fame? That is what he would 
know. 

And he only had to wait a day or two and 
then he learnt it all. 

She wanted money to bring a water supply 
to a certain group of cottages in the village 
where they had none nearer than the ptmip. 
For generations the pump had been visited 
by housewives, who had carried every drop 
of water in slopping cans and buckets for the 
daily wakings, cookings, etc., of cottage ne- 
cessities. Crystal had seen a woman stagger- 
ing back to her home jtist before Babs was 
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bom, a woman who had quite enough to cany 
just then from Dame Nature without any 
additional burden, and Crystal's heart had 
gone out to her and she had told Chiis of the 
daily want in that comer of the village. But 
Chris, with his larger brain, was too busy 
shaping the world to bother about cottages, 
and said in his lordly way, with the rare under- 
standing of the male, "she would no doubt 
be wanting tiled bath-rooms next in every 
shed on tiie place." And when the subject 
was pressed, he also said, "if she were so keen 
on another water supply, she could pay for 
it herself. He woidd have no objection and 
would put no obstacles in her way." Yet he, 
as her husband, knew she had not the means 
to do this thing. 

William thought he had heard of women 
saving out of the housekeeping money where- 
with to embark on projects of their own. He 
said so to Lady J. when she told him of the 
water scheme, and then Lady J. reluctantly 
admitted such an easy and common arrange- 
ment was not possible in this case. Because? 
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Because Sir Christopher gave no allowances, 
hous^eeping or otherwise, for Crystal or the 
children. Everything in life, he said, could 
be purchased now-a-days under one roof. He 
refused to be "bothered" any longer with 
money affairs. He would have a deposit 
account in one place, where Crystal could 
order everything — for the house, for herself, 
for the children. 

The place he selected was the Army and 
Navy Stores, in which inddentatty Milly had 
shares. She, Crystal, might clothe the village 
from there if she pleased as well as get every- 
thing else. When he said "everything," he 
meant "everything." Naturally it would 
include her gowns and her hats and her 
shoes and, of couree, wedding presents. Did 
she not understand the meaning of the word 
everything? No bills would be paid in future 
from anywhere else. So she could please her- 
self about orders. He intended to get his 
own things entirely from tl^^^^s and what 
was good enough for him ^n^^Henough for 
anybody. ^^^ 

C,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



i68 THE SHAPE OP THE WORLD 

William put back his head and roared. He 
thought Lady J. was "pulling his 1^." He 
honestly did not bdieve what she told him 
and said so. 

" But Aunt J. for a woman — surely half her 
delight in life is shopping. I understand that 
going from one place to another and compar- 
ing the different wares is a large asset in a 
woman's daily and hourly happiness. Isn't 
that so?" 

"Yes, I think it is." 

Pause. 

"She does not look as if she dressed from 
Victoria Street!" 

"Not yet. She has managed to do with 
things already ordered. That's why you found 
us looking so pleased the other evening. She 
had received a cheque for her own work. Now 
you know what it means for many people 
if Crystal can make some money. " 

"Dear A unt. J. !" 

It dawno^^^^e man listening to her what 
the motheJ^^^Piave suffered sUently before 
she coidd talk so, even to him, of her son. 

C,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



HE DREAMS OP A PALACE 169 

So "she" was doing it for money. All the 
easier for him to help her. 

He helped her almost immediately with the 
programme for a concert. She found out he 
was musical, because she had one day just 
come in from riding, when he called, and the 
children had gcme off to a party. So while she 
changed, she heard the piano and his gay 
and quite imtrained voice singing: 

I will make you brooches and toys for your delight 
Of bird's song in morning, of stars' shine at night. 

She thought it charming and begged him to 
continue when she came downstairs. He was 
only too well pleased. He loved the sound 
of his voice when set to music. He required 
no pressing. He was wholly untrained and too 
willing to oblige. He sang the same words 
again straight at her, continuing with: 

I will build a palace, fit for you and me 
Of green days in forest and blue days at sea. 

His voice was sweet and powf ul and abso- 
lutely true. He sang by natiu^, and as though 
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he loved it. They talked of music and he said 
he could sing better if somebody played for 
him. She suggested Milly; he feared MiUy 
wasn't much good. Wouldn't she tiy? He 
was sure she could if she would. 

The result of such trying was a concert in 
the near future stage-managed by Billy, who 
promised himself as accompanist for all per- 
formers if she would accompany him. Thus 
they practised a good deal together. Tickets 
sold at high prices. Success was assured. 
And there was a fat nest-egg for the new 
water supply in the village, 
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COUES THE DEVIL 

IT was after this people began to talk. 

Milly's poem on the "Friendship of a 
Square Peg for a Round Hole" came out in 
the monthly edition of the local paper, signed 
with her fiill name and address. So there 
was no mistake. Each verse began with the 
words; 

What can be the end 
For us two, O my friend? 

Though all understood the situation, nobody 
seemed to care very much, in spite of this 
reiterated appeal, what kind of an end there 
was or even whether there was any end at all. 
They found the other friendship in the family 
far more interesting. A thrill of excitement 
171 
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pervaded the atmosphere of Billy which some- 
how left Milly untouched. 

Milly could be clever enough and intellec- 
tual enough to act as secretary for her cousin, 
that talented man, Sir Christopher, and yet 
raise nothing more than a mild stirprise in 
the eyes of a very few; while Billy need only 
dance attendance on Sir C3iristopher's wife, 
for all tongues to wag, and all hearts to feel 
a pleasurable emotion, which generally pro- 
duced a smile. Everybody agreed that Mr. 
Billy William adored Lady Javelin. He had 
not mentioned it to anybody, still they 
afSrmed they all knew it the night of the 
concert. 

Several compared notes, and "That song, 
my dear, settled it once for all. " 

"The song about the palace? Yes, we 
thought so, too." 

" No, not the palace, though that was clear 
enough, but that other one, 

'Come to me, Sweet, 
On silver-girt feet.' 
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I forget how it goes, but you know the one I 
mean. " 

"Yes, I forget how it goes, but I know the 
one you mean." 

Thus did each speaker seek to deceive a 
Kstener. Not a soul at the concert but re- 
membered the rest of that audacious song of 
Billy's, not a soul. Had they not encored it, 
and when he had simg anothei', had they not 
raised such a clamoiu* that Lady Javelin had 
smilingly nodded to him with "You '11 have 
to repeat it, BiUy"? 

Everybody heard her say that; everybody 
saw with what alacrity BUly obeyed. Every- 
body felt like amateiirs suddenly mixing inti- 
mately with professionals. It was thrilling, 
his voice, his manner, his general air, and the 
consciousness of every wicked word he sang 
coming straight from his heart with intention 
to pierce another. 

It was with bated breath that any one after- 
wards admitted remembering his "Strangle 
my soul in thy kisses' perfume." They said 
it in softest whispers, as though thoroughly 
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ashamed of repeating such words, and yet 
they had encored them in public and would 
encore them again every day of their lives, if 
Billy would give them a chance, 

BUly gave them every chance. His blood 
was up. He became horribly and wildly reck- 
less. He sang this sort of song any hour of 
the day or night. He sang them to the mar- 
ried and unmarried. He caused fearful flut- 
ters in the local dove-cots; he did and said 
things that nobody else did and said, with 
impimity; yet he was forgiven. Was he not 
home for a lark, poor man? 

And larks he could have had for the 
asking in any number, but he only wanted 
one, the one that sang highest in his heaven 
and was for him — verboten. The dreadful 
enticement of thfe for Billy home on the 
spree: his coixsin's wife, attractive and beau- 
tiftd, trying to do what was right under 
difficult circumstances ; husband-cousin, other- 
wise engaged without let or hindrance. Is 
it any wonder Billy whistled with the 
thought in his heart: 
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"Man is the fire, woman is the tow, 
Comes the devil and begins to blow." 

The devil was blowing hard, poor Billy! 

He bought a present one day, but found it 
would not be acceptable. He changed his 
tactics with the most artful diplomacy. He 
said he wanted to give it to his Aimt J., be- 
cause she had been so kind to him since he 
came home. He only wanted her, Crystal's 
opinion of the thing as an objet d'art. 

Hi? success was wholly undeserved. She 
blushed. Blushed! Billy eat her up, so to say, 
in one blissful gulp. 

"I adore you!" 

" Wh' — ^wha — ^what are you saying? " 

*' I adore you." 

"William, you mustn't!" 

"No I know, but — " he ground his teeth 
and then he — ^well he hugged her like a bear. 

As soon as she could move, she stood up a 
crimson and offended goddess. 

"How, how dare you!" 

"I love you." 
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"You must be mad!" 

"Yes — ^mad about you." 

"Will you go, please. " 

" If you wish, but I shall come back. " 

"William!" 

"Well?" 

"Think of Chris," 

"Does he think of you?" 

"That doesn't matter." 

"Ho! — doesn't it. Damn *im!" 

"Sh " 

"I 'm glad you know. I should have died 
if I had n't told you. " 

' ' I think you 'd better have died . ' ' 

" Do you? " He came closer to her, his face 
just above hers, without actually touching 
her. She backed, but found the edge of liie 
sofa pressing her hard. It was a case of 
standing rigidly still or else flopping back- 
wards in an undignified heap. She stood 
rigid. 

" Do you wish I were dead? " 

" No, of course not. " 

" Do you wish I 'd never come home? " 
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"No." 

"What do you wish?" 

" I wish you 'd go away. " 

"No you don't, you darling! You don't!" 
He was behaving like a bear again. 

" Th-tii-thint of the servants, the children, 
the " 

"Damn the lot!" 

She went out of the room and away up- 
stairs. She never wished to see him again. 
Never! 

She waited to hear him go. He never 
went. She only heard Sir Christopher come 
in imiaually early. He sent upstairs to ask 
her to come down. She answered that she 
had a headache and was resting. 

She dressed for dinner determined to make 
Christopher attend to her. She mtist make 
him see that it did not do for her to be left so 
much alone. She must force him, if again per- 
suasion failed, to see that he must consider 
his wife, not only himself. 

He came to her door as she opened it. 
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" Look here, I *ve put off dinner a quarter of 
an hour. I 've been talking to Billy. He 's 
got rather a good idea for my next article on 
the shape of the world, so I 've asked him to 
come back and we can work it up together. 
You don't mind do you?" 

" Yes, I do mind. Come in here. " 

She had her say, she gave him the hint; 
^e told him enough and more than many 
husbands would care to hear — and Sir Chris- 
topher first pooh-poohed and then laughed. 

She refused to come down to dinner. She 
would have "something on a txay" upstairs. 
Sir Christopher fidgeted "That was so like 
her! " She could see Billy a dozen times a day 
if she wanted to, and now when he, her hus- 
band, for once wanted her to be pleasant to 
this man, she made ridiculous difficulties, as 
she always did. Her headache was n't likely 
to be any worse now than it had been all the 
afternoon. He really must beg that she would 
come down, and as for her thinking herself 
top attractive for BUly's peace of mind, he, 
Christopher, would see to that, she could 

C,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



COMES THE. DEVIL 179 

trust him. This was to be a "btisiness" 
dinner, and for once he asked her to be of 
some help to him. 

"Very well," Lady Javelin said, "if you 
can't understand, I suppose you canlt. I 'U 
dine downstairs if you 11 send the motor for 
your mother. If she comes to make a four, 
then I will. " 

Sir Christopher said, ' ' Heavens above ! 
What is the matter with these women?" 
but he went into his room and rang the bell. 

They sat down at a small round table, the 
two women facing each other and the men 
between. 

Billy's attitude was one of almost servile 
cotutesy. In speaking to his aunt and to his 
cousin's vrife, the charm of deference was 
greater even than hte charm of voice, which 
was always considerable. 

Christopher watching, wondered whether 
his wife had taken leave of her senses when 
speaking to him upstairs. There was obviously 
no foundation for the scandalous things she 
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had implied, if she had not said. He had been 
quite right to insist on her coming down, that 
he might see for himself there was nothing 
— absolutely nothing — in Billy's manner to 
which any right minded man or woman 
could object. 

Crystal in a topsy-tiury whirl of amazement 
wondered, exactly like Christopher. 

Lady J., watching for a chance word alone 
with her daughter-in-law, watched in vain, 
for Billy followed them into the drawing- 
room. His dever ideas for a review article 
had been jotted down on paper while he was 
dressing, and Christopher was now making 
them ship-shape for a discussion after the 
ladies had gone to bed. 

BiUy said he wanted to sing and went to the 
piano, one eye on his hostess. She gave him 
no encouragement, she was looking for her 
knitting. 

"You'd like me to sing, wouldn't you, 
Aunt J., dear? I thought you would, if Cousin 
Crystal will be so kind as to play for me." 

" Sony, but I can't play to-night. " 
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"Doesn't matter. I '11 play for myself, 
somethmg wooing and cooing because I 
think you are both tired. " 

He meandered up and down through various 
ddightful harmonies. Hh&a suddenly, he 
broke loudly into song. 

"What war is this of thee and me? 
Give o'er the wanton strife: 
You are the heart within my heart, 
The life within my life." 

The knitter looked up, impelled not only by 
the fearful noise but by some power stronger 
than herself. She met Billy's eyes and tried 
to read shame and sorrow in them, but could 
find neither. All manner of things were there, 
but no trace of sorrow. She dropped her 
own for fear, for fear the hardness and the 
coldness in them should melt before the warm 
fire in his. 

The audacity of the man! He sang straight 
through from beginning to end: 

"Come to me, Sweet, 
On silver-girt feet," 
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and while his aunt thanked him, his cousin 
became inwardly hysterical. 

The game was up. He had conquered so far, 
for he had made her laugh. Laugh? She was 
shaking with laughter, he was so incorrigibly 
wicked, and while she shook, Billy gravely 
discussed the words of the song with his 
aunt. " ' Pervade me with a musky scent, * " 
I think that 's ripping; don't you, Aunt J.? 
One seems to smell it." He drew in his 
breath with closed mouth and closed eyes. 

" No, dear boy, I dislike musky scent of any 
kind and should hate you to be pervaded 
with it. " 

He went on, "And then 'Possess me like a 
tune' — ^that 's so good. One knows people who 
have just that effect on one. They do possess 
you, don't they. Aunt J.? At least, they do 
me," he crossed over the room, "just like 
beautiful music. Do you ever feel possessed 
like that, my Lady Cousin?" 

"Yes, " she said, and hope sprang sparkling 
in his eyes, "when I 'm possessed by a new 
plot for a play." 
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In controlling his sudden disappointment, 
Billy bit his tongue, which seemed full o£ 
pain. 

Christopher came in with a closely written 
sheet of foolscap. He was ready for Billy's 
opinion. 

Lady J. said good-night and motored home 
across the park. Life was full of pitfalls. The 
situation, even from t^e little she had seen, 
was becoming more dangerous every day. She 
thought of Chris self-absorbed and imprudent, 
of Milly vain and weak and moral, of Crystal, 
that attractive buoyant personaUty with its 
healthy craving for a large family, of William, 
wicked, wicked William, with his warm heart, 
his nice manners, and his impious ways. 

"If," she said sadly to herself in the motor, 
and left a long pause, "if — could I blame 
them? Could I blame them? Would any- 
body? Would God?" 

She knew what the answer must be. 

When she knelt down before going to bed 
and whispered " Lead us not into temptation, ' ' 
her mind was full of Crystal. "Deliver us 
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from evil," seemed suddenly to mean more 
than the hasty patter of a lifetime. Lead her 
not into temptation, deliver her from evil. 
Don't let it be harder for Crystal than it was 
for me, but then Lady J. fell asleep, thank- 
fully grateful she had never had to contend 
with a man like her n^hew, Billy. 
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WILLIAM TALES WITH AUNT PATRICIA 

DILLY became almost as useful to Christo- 
pher as Milly. He did not spend hours 
of the day and night in secretarisil work for 
him, but he flung out an idea now and again 
that required much thought and help from the 
chosen companion, and kept the two heads 
with their short-sighted eyes close together 
week after week, toiling but happy. 

Not that Billy believed the world was flat, 
not he. He knew the world too jolly well. 
He knew what it was that made it go roimd, 
and keep round, and he relaxed no effort cm 
his own account to make it spin harder and 
faster for his little existence in it. 

He loved the world and all things in it, and 
the world loved him — dearly. Animals, hire- 
185 
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lings, children, men, women, were all in sym- 
patiiy together. Even his relations, even 
MiUy and Christopher, bore him no grudge 
now he had learnt to mind his own business, 
and had ceased interfering with them. The 
aimts, all three, adored him. Was he not very 
nearly a scamp, and was it not on the cards 
any day that he might be a credit or a disgrace? 
— Nature's passport to every woman's heart. 

Lady J- and her sisters were now at variance, 
not for the first time, partly over him. Aimt 
Patricia, whUe condemning Crystal, was up- 
holding Christopher. It was preposterous of 
Crystal to give food for talk in the neighbour- 
hood, while it was only natural that Christo- 
pher should interest himself with Milly if he 
wished to. 

That the t^o cases were parallel, she could 
not see. Crystal was a married wwnan. She 
had to guard her husband's honour as well as 
her own. It behooved her to be as Caesar's 
wife. She, Patricia, did not blame BiUy. 
Poor dear man, he was home to enjoy himself, 
and if he found Crystal "that sort of woman, " 
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of course he took advantage c£ it. She re- 
peated, she did not blame Billy, but she did 
blame Crystal. Lady J. tried to stand up 
for the absent. She reminded Patricia that 
Crystal was an attractive as well as a clever 
woman, that it really was no fault of hers if 
Billy's admiration provoked the comments of 
the ndghbourhood. Somebody was always 
being talked about. If to-day it was Crystal, 
to-morrow it might be Milly. 

" Not a bit the same thing." Aimt Patricia 
was snappy. "It passes my ctanprehension 
why you, of all people, should stand up for 
Crystal. It 's most unnattual to take the 
part of your daughter-in-law rather than 
your son. Milly has not to guard a husband's 
honour. She 's an immarried woman. If she 
does get talked about, it 's only in an intellec- 
tual sort of way, that she 's clever enough to 
be a companion for a man like Chris. It does 
not hurt or injure a man in any way if Milly 
were to become notorious. But if Crystal, 
the wife of " 

"Really Patricia!" Lady J. frowned. 
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Judy, hitherto silent, snorted loudly, "Abso- 
lutely indecent! To hear you talk Patricia, 
one would think you had been educated in the 
year dot. You are older than any of us, we 
know that, but ieons seem to have rolled 
between the spread of your ideas and ours. 
That thing belonging so peculiarly to your 
men, which has to be preciously guarded by a 
woman, for fear of being lost or mislaid, does 
not seem to me worth all this fuss. A hus- 
band's honour isn't different frwn anybody 
else's honour that I know of, and why Crystal 
should be supposed to nurse it in her lap all day 
long, I fail to see. You are so fond of thinking 
men the stronger sex, and yet every time you 
speak of them, you show the poor frail things 
requiring woman's support to keep their repu- 
tation at all. I never hear you say Christopher 
ought to be looking after Crystal, always Crys- 
tal ought to be looking after Christopher. 
Why? because in your heart, deceitful and des- 
perately wicked as it is, you know woman is 
superior to every created thing in the world." 

"My dear Judy, we know you 're a maniac 
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on the subject of women. They are all angels 
in your eyes." 

"Then they match your archangel men. 
So between us we balance the world. I 'm 
not going to spoil Crystal's fun, not for you 
or anybody. If she likes to lead old BiEy a 
dance, well let her. It 's nothing to me or you, 
apparently it 's nothing to Christopher, unless, 
of course, he 's come to you for help ! Perhaps 
you 're a secret service agent, are you Catty- 
Pat?" 

Lady J. bit her hp. She wanted to laugh 
at her younger sister, but feared to hurt the 
elder. She cleared her throat. "I think Judy 
is right," she said quietly. "If Milly and 
Christopher can be trusted to take care of 
themselves, I am quite sure Crystal and Billy 
can do the same." She wasn't a bit siue 
really, dear sweet lady, but she must be loyal to 
her daughter-in-law. " If you, Patricia, uphold 
Christopher in a friendship that some people 
might think unwise, you can hardly condemn 
Billy for having a similiar friendship." 

"Not a bit similar!" They were back again 
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arguing in a circle, and Patricia snapped 
exactly as she did a qiiarter of an hour ago. 
"MHlly does n't take presents!" 

The air of finality with which this was said 
produced a momentary silence. Patricia 
felt she had thrown a bomb and looked now 
for the wreckage. 

"Silly of Milly! I always thought she 
was silly, but if she 's as silly as that, she 's 
sillier even than I thought." 

"Judith! Why do you advertise yoiu" 
complete ignorance of what is proper in these 
matters? I " 

" Well I wotdd n't work and slave for any 
man, certainly not a blood relation, and get 
nothing out of it! No presents and no wages, 
good Lord!" 

" I suppose you are aware that Christopher's 
wife apparently agrees with you. She is not 
above receiving things from young men? I 
know, because I happen to have seen them 
and remarked upon them. The answer I got 
from the lady herself was, ' Yes, that 's thanks 
to Billy. ' " 
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Lady J. did not look up from her work. She 
answered quietly. 

"She 's only taking care of his things for 
him, tin he gets a home of his own. He is 
collecting old furniture and old china' — " 
(Sniff from Patricia, and a sniff of quite 
another sort, still a sniff, from Judith.) 

" Pearls are so useful in a bachelor's home ! " 

Lady J. then looked up. "He brought 
those pearls to me, and asked me to wear them 
for him. He would have given them to Milly, 
but Milly had somehow put his back up. I 
refused. Just then Christopher came in. 
Billy showed him the pearls, told him they 
ought to be worn continuously, if they were to 
keep their colour, and asked him if he would 
like to take them and get his wife to wear them. 
Later in the day I heard Crystal refuse and I 
heard Chris say it was very disobHging of her, 
as he wished her to do it. To please him, 
Christoph^, she " 

"Aunt Pat! Run you to earth at last! I 
so want a talk with you. I 've been to the 
cottage. Not there. I followed the trail all 
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through the village, over the river and up the 
mountain's height. Despair was settling 
down on me when thoughts of Aunt J. diverted 
me pro tern from suicide. Are you busy or may 
I walk back with you, and will you give me 
some tea?" 

Patricia collected herself with an air of 
being daily sought after in this fashion and 
condescended to go home with William. She 
never regretted it. People rarely regretted 
pleasing WUliam. He generally made it 
worth while. In this instance she gained so 
much of his confidence that ^e lost that acer- 
bity of spirit which had marked her speech 
of late, when considering Christopher's wife. 

William spoke touchingly of his loneliness in 
a far distant country, of his greater loneliness 
on returning home to find his only sister 
alienated from him, of the kindness he had 
received from all and simdry, especially from 
his relations at the hall. It was, of course, 
absurd to suppose Aimt Patricia could be 
concerned with his affairs, still he did want 
to talk to somebody sometimes. 
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In the pause Patricia nodded. "I know, 
dear. I know," implying, if tins was one of. 
the times, she was ready to be the somebody. 

"Yet if I go there often, in the most natural 
way in the world, just to play with the child- 
ren and that sort of thing, then censorious 
tongues begin to wag, and there 's the devil 
to pay— beg pardon, Aunt Pat. So sorry I 
forgot." 

"All right, dear boy! You do remind me 
of Captain Fitz-James!" 

"Do I, Aunt Patricia? I 'm so glad. He 
was an awfully nice chap, was n't he?" 

Patricia shook her head slowly. "I never 
met any one like him, never. You remind 
me of him more than any one else has ever 
done. Still of course you are ' not really 
like him." 

"No." Billy moved his burden of thought 
with his Madiiavelian schemes off himself 
and his own affairs for a moment, while he 
contemplated Atmt Patricia as engaged to a 
man Uke himself. Or rather he tried to fancy 
himself engaged to Aunt Patricia and hugging 
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her as — then his thoughts settled permanently 
where tiiey most wished to be. 

"I wondered if you would help me, dear, 
kind Aimt. A word in season from you would 
just put matters on the right footing. They 
are right now — of course you 'd know that — 
but the right word from you at the right mo- 
ment would simply dry up those censorious 
tongues, belonging to people who can't see a 
man and a woman happy together without 
suspecting evil. " 

"I 've done it, William. I *ve done it this 
very afternoon. I was doing it when you 
came in. I 've always said Milly is a won- 
derful woman, a perfect companion for 
Christopher, so intellectual " 

"But it 's I, Aunt Patricia, it 's I that want 
help. I 'm quite as intellectual as Milly and I 
want companionship without disagreeable 
things being said by disagreeable people." 
They had reached Patricia's gate. Billy held 
it ap&D. for the aimt, then swung it to, took 
off his cap, and leaned bareheaded over the 
rail. 
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" Will you stand up for me and my intellec- 
tual companion, Atmt Pat?" 

The lady hesitated. William held out both 
his hands and she dropped her skirt to allow 
both of hers to meet them. He pulled them 
slightly towards him. His face was close to 
hers. "We'll mention no names, my lady 
Aunt. It 's safe with you, is n't it? But if 
you ever hear anything said that should n't 
be said, you '11 remember our talk, won't you? 
And you '11 know that only the best is good 
enough for your nephew William. Only the 
best, in the very best way, can be any comfort 
to a rather lonely man. " 

He leaned further over the gate and his 
face rested momentarily against Patricia's 
face. "Is that how Captain Fitz-Ja— no, we 
won't mentitm names, will we? " 

Patricia was quite pink and she took away 
her hands and her face. "You are naughty, " 
she said, "but you have the same irresistible 
way with you. I never could refuse Captain 
Fitz- James. " 

"Happy, happy Fitz- James." Billy's brown 
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eyes were almost dewy. "And you won't 
refuse me, will you, dear?" 

" I can't do much, but I '11 do " 

"You can do everything. You can make all 
the difference in our friendship, if you like to. 
Don't force it, Aunt Pat. I would n't have 
you force it for the world, but if you get a 
chance, you might tell her how lonely it is for 
me, and perhaps you could encourage her not 
to be afraid of evil tongues. See, dear?" 

He tiimed away, and the hand that bravely 
waved to him, also wiped away a tear. 

It was not till much later Patricia remem- 
bered William had had no tea. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

A PLOT, A FLAY, AND A SONG 

i'^RYSTAL was enjoying an animated 
corre^ondence with the actor manager 
who was produdng her little play, entitled A 
Rising Man's Wife. The actor manager 
wished to change the title. He su^ested, 
When a Man Succeeds as being crisper and 
conveying a greater idea of possibilities both 
for the woman and the man. Crystal saw his 
point, but was averse from altering tiie prin- 
ciple involved, that ^e as parent, more than 
any one dse, had t&e right to name her own 
child. 

She consulted Christopher, that is she tried 

to do so. She told him ^e had written a small 

play and the people who were going to act it, 

wanted to alter things. She wanted to know 
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who, he considered, had the right to the last 
word, the autiior or the actra-? 

Christopher said it was a matter entirely 
for herself to decide. If it was an alteration 
materially affecting her play, why she had 
much better not let them act it. It probably 
wasn't worth quarrelling over, and whetiier 
it was acted or was n't acted, as it was written 
or as it was n't written, it would be all the 
same in a hundred years' time. 

Even with such immense help as this Crys- 
tal was still undecided. Her mother-in-law 
avowedly wanted Crystal to have ever3^thing 
arranged according to her own wishes. At 
the same time she felt the mmiager knew 
what best caught on with an audience, and 
she wavered from day to day. 

"Talking of plays, have you seen When a 
Man Succeeds?" she would say suddenly in 
her most society tone and manner, and Crystal 
laughing would aver she had n't and did n't 
want to, she heard it was rot; while Billy, 
biorsting out of newspapers, would exclaim, 
"We must go and see this next time we 're in 
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town, A Rising Man's Wife. Sounds good — • 
don't you think?" 

Finally the author gave in to the actor and 
then later had to go to London for the re- 
hearsals. 

Christopher could not go with her. He was 
too busy. He hoped she did not consider it 
unkind. She mustn't think he was unsym- 
pathetic about her little play. He was pre- 
pared to be quite interested, but just at the 
moment she must not expect >iim to do 
anything. 

His mother went. She and Crystal started 
off tc^ether, feeling a little guilty, not because 
there was anything wrong, but because they 
were both going to enjoy themselves in a 
new and thrilling experience. 

William went because he had old-fashioned 
notions about ladies being alone in London. 
Also he said Crystal must have a man with 
her when visiting the theatre. It made 
Crystal feel young and exqtiisitely beautiful 
when William talked like this, ttU the whole 
affair savoured of the iinusual, with the future 
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possibility of an ttcknown attack of delirium 
if the play were a success. 

The rehearsals were different from anything 
they had pictured. The drab colourlessness of 
the performance, the many and various altera- 
tions, oppressed Crystal with a sraise erf wonder 
that she had ever troubled to write such a 
play, combined with amazement that any one 
should think it worth acting. 

"No cttie will ever want to see it!" That 
was her first spoken thought, and Billy was too 
dear about it. He understood exactly how she 
was feeling, but he knew it was due to reaction. 
After the excitement of anticipation of the 
best had come the deadly realisation of the 
wcorst. He knew and he imderstood. That 
was the "nice" thing about Billy. He alwa;y^ 
"understood." 

One day the manager made another and a 
fresh su^estion. He wanted music. He 
wanted a song sung by the heroine, a song 
describing her own feelings on seeing the hero 
climbing the ladder of fame. He knew of 
just such a song. Would Lady Javelin watch 
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and listen to the effect? He was sure she 
would agree with him that music at that 
particular point would be most telling. 

Lady Javelin, her mother-in-law, and her 
cousin, Billy, agreed to the music, but ob- 
jected to the song. It was silly, they thought, 
inadequate to the situation. Something better 
mustbefotmd. 

The manager's patience was oozing out. 
He had had a tiring and busy day. He 
"wished" somewhat sarcastically that her 
ladyship could supply the song. It would, 
of course, be far better if the words were her 
own, and perhaps he could get it set to music, 
though the time of course was short. 

Lady Javelin bowed to him. Probably she 
would be able to send him something that mig^t 
do. Anyway she would see and let him know. 

Th^ left the theatre. 

"Don't speak to me, don't speak to me till 
we get home! That jack-a-napes introducing 
a rotten thing like that into my play. I '11 
writethesortofsoi^ he wants, if I die for it." 

"And I '11 set it to music. " 
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Quick and grim determination gripped them 
fast. 

"Billy, yes! We'lldoit!" 

They were dining out that night but before 
they went Crystal had got something down 
on paper that she " thought might do. " 

It flew off the end of her pen, scribbling on 
her knee, wlule her maid was doing her hair. 

The fascinating life of a ri^g man's wife 
Is a theme on which I very often dwelL 
At first it 's simply Heaven, then there 's just a 
touch of leaven, 
While finally it 's not tinlike a word that ends 
in L 

You begin so gay and grand, gazing upward where 
you stand 
At the ladder with its many empty rungs, 
And you think how all the time you will follow in 
his climb, 
If only you keep strong in heart and lungs. 

At first it 's very slow as laughingly you go 
Just gently step by step and hand in hand. 

Then he gets a bit in front, and his voice sounds 
like a grunt, 
And you pant a bit and strain a bit and so 
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You get just left behind. No fault. He 's very 
kind. 
But it happens in a world of little things. 
So you watch him in his mi^t, rising almost out 
of sight, 
While you wish that God would give you feather 
wings. 

When he 's reached the top at last, like a sailor at 
the mast 
He commands a very wide, extended view. 
He can see for miles around; he can hear a rushing 
sound; 
He can see and hear 'most everything but you. 

And you know it *s best to 1m^ where you are and 
not to weep. 
It 's best to just sit still and learn to smile. 
Hiere's a chance that, in the end, he may ^ther 
come or send, 
If you are sweet and patient for that little Icmger 

while- 
She read it over to Billy on their return 
from the dinner. He nodded and said, though 
it did not scan, it went to music at once in his 
head. He carried it off with him to his hotel 
and returned the next morning, humming a 
tune that exactly fitted the words. It was a 



by Google 



2(H THE SHAPE OP THE WORLD 

catchy tune, with an echoing repetition of 
the last word in the second and fourth lines, 
which was pretty and fanciful, 

Cr3retal was pleased, Lady J. was pleased, 
and Billy was enthusiastic. The manager 
was pleased because it was his idea well 
carried out, and the heroine was pleased 
because she saw a chance of making a hit on 
her own account. Tlierefore, the next rehear- 
sal thrilled from start to finish and blotted out 
the despair of all previous days. 

Everything was settled. The trio left town 
to return the night of the first perform- 
ance. 

They tried to bring Chris, in vain. He was 
far too busy to go to theatres. He hoped they 
would enjoy themselves. He would never 
stand in the way of their pleasure, but 
he must always be excused from sharing 
it. 

He was so occupied with the controversy 
then raging, so he alleged, in the papers as to 
the shape of the world, that he did not take 
in his wife's literary efforts, or the nervous 
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anticipation of possible disaster that made her 
courageous and silent concerning her own 
doings, — an artist longing for appreciation, a 
woman fearing a rebuff. 

The night arrived and in a box tiie author 
tried to hide herself from the vacant sight of 
empty stalls. She and her mother-in-law and 
Billy sat throt^ the curtain raiser and knew 
that it was very good. 

The manager had hoped Lady Javelin would 
fill the theatre with notabilities and friends 
of all sorts. He did not understand her reti- 
cence in the matter. He was not disappointed 
in the play, but he was disappointed in her. 
Tlie point about which there was no disap- 
pointment for any one was the song. 

It was sympathetically sung and received 
great af^lause. For eacore the diarming 
woman repeated the words, 

"And you know it 's best to heep where you are 

and not to weep. 
It 's best to just sit still and learn to smile — 

smile — smile. 
There 's a chance " 
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She paused and the orchestra cxmtinued with- 
out her, while she stood silent but smiling 
tin the final chords, then she blew a kiss aloft, 
as if to the vanished hero, and said quietly: 

"What a chance!" 

The pit and the gallery shouted approval. 
The attention of the small audience in the 
stalls was arrested and amused. The impres- 
sion of cynical patience in the heroine's life 
touched the cultured few and they applauded 
softly after their kind. 

The three in the box were conscious of a 
taision suddenly relaxed. They sat back com- 
fortably in their seats, glancing with pleas- 
ure and appreciation tiie one at the other, and 
presently the manager joined than, beaming 
and genial. 

The play was a success. 
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THE GRACES OF LIFE 

'T'HE countryside was thrown temporarily 
into mourning by the death of Lady 
Larkin, wife of the Sir George Larkin, who 
had taken part in the Javelin tragedy many 
years ago. Latterly she had been a complete 
invalid, and during that time Lady J. had 
been her best and most intimate friend. 

Christopher went to see his mother, osten- 
sibly to condole, actively to dissuade her from 
attending the funeral. She would only be 
dissuaded if he would promise to attend and 
represent the family, which under the circum- 
stances she naturally supposed he would do. 
Sir Christopher seemed to hesitate. Lady J., 
in a somewhat highly wrought condition, said: 
"Of course, you 'U do this." 
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The tone in the woman's voice put the man's 
bade up, albeit they were mother and son. 
He stiffened visibly. 

"There 's no 'of course,' my dear Mother. 
1 11 go if I can, but I 'm rather busy just now; 
a good deal of work to correct. However, I 
may be able to spare the time. " 

This opened the flood-gates. Lady Larkin 
lying unburied was forgotten. Other things 
not forgotten rushed in with whirling haste. 
Mother and son spoke face to face, A great, 
loving, wounded, tender-hearted, and for- 
giving natta^ suddenly broke bounds. 

She said things she had never said before, 
had never meant to say. His utter indiffer-- 
ence for years to the Uving, she had borne 
with patience and fortitude. She herself had 
long been of "no account" in his life. She 
had seen him neglect his wife and his children, 
and yet had not only shown no anger but had 
tried to conceal from him her scarow. But the 
dead — to them was due all honour and re- 
spect, and her blood rose at the slight to than 
that his words implied. 
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The final and apparent cause may have 
been inadequate, for the sense of tremendous 
anger possessed her. She spoke with no loss 
of temper, but with a deadly precision, flying 
straight for the truth of things with the un- 
erring confidence of a sure judgment. She 
tried to dislodge him from that dry and impreg- 
nable rock of self on which he had lived so 
long. She spoke of love, and honour, and 
duty. She spoke of others dependent on 
him for happiness. Christopher seemed lilffi 
a man asleep. 

He merely shook his head from time to 
time; then— " Crystal does not care," he said 
with some bitterness, "women who care for 
their husbands' company make some effort to 
keep it. Tliere are scenes and rows, no doubt, 
but they at least prove to the man he is of 
some value. Crystal has made no scene." 

The sullen words and acrimonious tone 
revealed to Lady J. the woimded pride of 
the speaker. He had wanted to go his own 
way and his wife had not tliought he was 
worth stopping. She had "let him go." 
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Lady J. paused before speaking. "Crystal 
will never make a scene," she said quietly, 
"she is much too fond of you, but you are 
making it almost impossible for her to " 

"WeJl, what? to live witii me?" He gave 
a short laugh. "That 's very easily arranged. 
No woman need stay with her hiaband in 
these days if she does not wish to, I should 
be the last man to demand such a sacrifice. 
The decision rests witii her either to go or 
stay. She can do as she likes, absolutely." 

Lady J. groaned in spirit. This was worse 
than anything she had feared. The callous, 
cold-hearted indifference brought back to her 
a hideous memory ot long ago, the memory of 
when she had knelt weeping to the image of a 
man made in stone. 

All the anger and the confidence went out 
of her voice, but having begun, she felt she 
must finish. There remained one thing still 
to say — Milly. Christopher went white to 
the lips, 

"Milly!" he said deliberately, "my friend- 
ship with Milly is something you can never 
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tmderstand. I don't expect it of you. I 
don't expect women like you and Crystal to 
understand a friendship like mine for Milly, 
the carnal side of life is a thing apart from her. " 
He qtutted the room and the house, leaving 
with full intention a stinging insult behind 
for the woman who had given him birth, and 
had dared to speak to him, Sir Christopher 
Javelin, of the graces of life. 

Lady J. did not go to the funeral of her 
friend. She herself was iU. Prostration of 
the nervous system hid her from sight for 
days. 

Only her daughter-in-law and Lady Cum- 
berland gained admittance to her room. The 
yoimger woman imderstood and grieved, the 
elder understood and remembered. 

Sir Christopher alas! was his father over 
again. Ecce homo qui non posuit Deum 
adjutorem suum. How would he end? 

Meanwhile the sense of friction and irrita- 
tion spread even to the village. Milly was not 
immune. She felt herself suddenly slighted 
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by her inferiors' looks and manners. She 
fancied herself cut by her equals, who at times 
managed to avoid seeing her. She wondered 
what was the matter with the world. It 
seemed a very misshapen affair that all the 
cleverness of Christopher could not mould 
straight. She became nervous. She hated 
walking outside her own gate alone. When 
the neighbours laughed as she passed, she 
thought they were laughing at her. When 
she saw them talking together, she imagined 
herself the subject of remark. The village 
became unbearable. She hinted this to her 
cousin, but before she could do more than 
hint, he had flown off at a tangent and she 
had tried to soothe him with contradictory 
expressions of her own mistake in the matter. 
No doubt her own stupidity^but the fact 
remained that she did not like the position. 

She bore with it for Christopher's sake, till 
one day she had a door banged in her face — 
banged in her face, althoi^h a steaming hot 
soup'can was in her hand. 

She retraced her steps, set the soup-can 
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down in her own porch, tied a large dark 
motor veil over her head, and went away 
quickly up to the hall. 

She walked tiirough the house, straight to 
Lady Javelin's room. She opened the door, 
saw Crystal at her table sxurounded with 
papers of all sorts. Milly made no apology but 
shut the door and said: 

"Well, I want to know the meaning of 
this?" 

Crystal syeA her from head to foot. " Won't 
you sit down, " she said politely. 

" No. I 'd rather stand. What does it 
mean?" 

"What does what mean? Do sit down." 

Milly sat obediently. "What does it mean 
that the people dare to be rude to me? Lady ■ 
Ctimberland has n't asked me to help -her at 
her bazaar — not that I mind. I hate bazaars, 
but it shows the way the wind is blowing. No 
one ever asks me to do anything now-a-days, 
and this morning the Scroops banged their 
door in my face. I don't know if it was Mrs. 
Scroop or that horrible daughter of hers, but 



by Google 



214 THt: ^-HAFE OF THE WORLD 

one of them banged it when I took soup there, 
and the other one laughed in the window. 
What is the reason of it? " 

"How should I know the reason of the 
Scroops's behaviotir?" 

"Not the Scroops only. I '11 do you the 
justice to suppose you don't discuss me with 
the Scroops, but the others, and ans^vay 
Lady Ciunberland. " 

"I don't discuss you with the others, or 
with Lady Cimiberland, or with anybody." 

Milly sat back in her chair, incredulous. 

"You can't mean this." 

"I do mean this. Why should we discuss 
you?" 

"I — I thought you would. I thought you 
did. Yet there 's nothing, nothing for any- 
body to say. There isn't anything to discuss. ' ' 

"Exactly." 

Milly sat up. "You knew there was nothing 
wrong? You knew that Christopher and I 
were, well, all right, did n't you? You must 
have known that we were — I don't know how 
to put it^ — ^but different from most people." 
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"I rather supposed so, but — do you think 
it matters?" 

"Matters?" Milly's face was crimson with 
indignation. "You don't think it matters if 
people do wrong?" 

"Yes, yes, of course. I meant the degree. " 

"I don't imderstand you — " intellectually 
Milly was extraordinarily like Christopher. 
"I simply can't understand you. Not to 
mind, not to care, what is said of your 
husband!" 

"What is said?" 

"Oh, I don't know. One just feels things in 
the air — at least I should, if I had a husband." 

"I did not know things were being said. 
What sort of things do you feel in the air? 
Do tell me!" 

Milly fidgeted. "You must know there 's 
talk. I can't explain " 

"Talk? What sort of talk? Who talks and 
what do they talk about? " 

"Really, Crystal! I thought you at least 
would see the difficulties of the position!" 

"But what position?" 
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"You know perfectly well, and I, I don't 
like the position!" 

The natural woman, listening to this, gave 
vent silently to a wicked laugh, but the cour- 
teous lady of ages triumphed over the natural 
woman and, without a flicker of a smile, Lady 
Javelin said gravely: 

"You have been very kind Milly, very 
kind indeed. By helping Christopher with his 
work, you have made it possible for me to do 
many things that otherwise would not have 
been done. I have been extraordinarily free, 
thanks to you. Indeed we both owe you a 
very great deal. I have never had a chance of 
thanking you before or of telling you how 
grateful I was and am. Also, I hope you won't 
stop being kind to Chris, because of Mrs. 
Scroop." 

BafBed, humiliated, mortified, in the kindest 
manner, Milly knew not how best to leave the 
room. To stand up. to her ftJl height, shake 
hands with her hostess, and be shown the 
door, seemed as impossible to accomplish as 
to creep out on all fours. 
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Crystal turned to the table where lay her 
papers. She folded one set over another, and 
did not look round until the sound of a 
hurried movement behind her had ceased. 

Once started, the friction did not end there. 
It was bound to re-act on the man who of set 
will and piupose had chosen to reverse the 
laws of harmony in his social life. 

As Milly talked to him, weeping while she 
talked. Sir Christopher felt he understood why 
men committed smcide. The pleasure he and 
Milly had derived from their friendship was 
wiped clean out of mind by the horrid thought, 
"It had suited Crystal." It had suited his 
wife that he should be led by the nose by 
another woman! 

The base ingratitude of man ! When he and 
Milly had rejoiced in secret over their won- 
derful friendship, unacknowledged on the part 
of either, the trying circumstances of a neg- 
lected wife had been also calmly contemplated 
by both. 

They had rather enjoyed feeling "a little 
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sorry" for Crystal. It emphasised their own 
goodness of heart in that they still thought of 
her at all. The ever present, though unobtru- 
sive, idea of " Crystal out in the cold, " seemed 
to increase the warmth of their own attach- 
ment — so perfect a thing, when at all times the 
man says, " Give, " the woman says, "Take." 

Now, when Milly had wept her say, all this 
wonderful beauty of perfection and friendship 
was swept up in a phrase like that, "He had 
been led by the nose. " Poor MiUy and poor 
Sir Christopher Javelin! He had been led by 
the nose, and it had suited his wife. There 
seemed nothing wonderful, or beautiful, or 
perfect, in a situation that could be so summed 
up, nothing perfect except — ^he was not sur- 
prised at the thought of suicide. It was 
preferable to living consciously with a perfect 
fool. 

Tlie base ingratitude of the male! 

Thoughts of a suicidal tendency ran them- 
selves out in riot very shortly and more 
permanent ideas took their place. He would 
live. Sir Christopher Javelin must protect 
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the woman whose good name seemed in danger 
from the tongues of an evil-minded family 
like the Scroops. 

Gratitude once more sHpped in through 
some unguarded chink, and Sir Chr^topher 
felt that as long as Milly Uved, he too must 
live for her, even as she had lived for him. 

All this delving into the deep things of life 
produced a very serious demeanoiu- for them 
both. Any gaiety of spirit, surviving the 
close friendship that had tied them so long, was 
crushed by the importance with which tiiey 
viewed the future. To live for, not with, each 
other, was a consideration serious enough to 
accoimt for the gloom permeating their en- 
vironment to the exclusion of any lingering 
trace of that gift of the gods — the joie de vivre. 

The end of his thinldngwaswhen SirChristo- 
pher knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that 
Milly had come to be a duty. After that he 
thought no more, he merely acquiesced. And 
Milly, looking at him, and recognising herself 
as his duty, showed no trace of resentment, no 
sign of rebellion. She, too, acquiesced. 
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This prospect of perverted saintliness re- 
garding their futures had a curious tendency 
to make them both rather glum in the immedi- 
ate present — a state emphasised no doubt by 
that wretched Billy, who just at this time had 
a craze on him for singing or humming or 
whistling. His entrance to the house was 
alwaj^ set to music; his stay in it and his 
exits were likewise accompanied. 

The particular words that got on Milly's 
nerves and jarred her cousin's system were 
bawled with utmost frequency and drove the 
unwilling listeners silly : 

" But when love brings 
Heartache and pang, 
Tears and such things, 
Love may go hang!" 

" Love may go hang. " Billy seemed to dwell 
on the words as though he loved them. Ob- 
viously he had never known the heartache 
and pang. Why should he be immune? 
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FAREWELL 

"XX/HEN the great pleasure of Sir Christo- 
" pher's life passed from the ftirtive and 
fleeting joy stage to the ponderous permanency 
of duty, the change seemed to influence his 
whole raison d'Stre. 

It was one thing to slip quietly out of his 
own house and by devious paths find his way 
to the village and then to Mjlly's door, there 
to clasp hands over their secret ideas as to the 
shape of the world, and it was quite another 
to stalk forth from ihe breakfast room, con- 
scious that his speedy departure was regularly 
reckoned on, and that the oftener he went and 
the longer he stayed, the better it suited his 
wife. There could n't be any pleasure in that. 
Not that Crystal ever said such words, not 
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that she ever showed herself as harbouring 
the idea, but her persistent abstention from 
"making a scene" was proof to Sir Christo- 
pher that she no longer loved him and was 
"glad to be rid of him at any price." This 
was how he positively translated the negative. 
Acute perception no doubt helped him in his 
shaping of the world. 

The boisterous happiness of Billy and others 
drove him well-nigh to madness. It was all 
he could do to keep his little comer of erist- 
ence free from the radiating powers of Billy. 
He did it.but it was only done by his constantly 
being "on guard" against those insidious 
things, love, and laughter, and life. But he 
did it — ^he and MiUy between them, from 
behind trenches of depression, decay, and 
deatli. 

When Billy talked of going away because 
his time was up and he had got the chance of a 
new appointment in another part of the world, 
Sir Christopher confessed to a sincere relief. 
He was thankful the man was going. The con- 
tinual abiding presence of a virile personality 
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was to him just then an irritant than which 
none greater could exist. 

His wife went her own way. Why, he never 
troubled to tell himself. He was too tired, too 
inert, ever to reason anything out. He merely 
accepted the conditions arotmd him, as he 
accepted Milly. There was no pleasure in 
either for him. But he did not complain. He 
laid this flattering unction to his remnant 
of soul when at times it required petting — in 
this as in so many ways he was unlike other 
men. He never complained. 

So he silently suffered from his wife going 
her own way. It never occurred to him how 
amusing it might have been for both if he 
could have gone with her nor, having long ago 
lost his sense of humotir, did it ever strike him 
how funny it would be if she always came with 
him. No smile curled the comers of his lips; 
ihey were set firm in the gloom of fact — his 
wife was going her own way. 

And along with Crystal went the family, 
the neighbourhood, the village, the social, 
legal, and political life of a whirling sphere. 
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Movement and change were represented by her 
whose persistent belief in a world that is 
round, was no doubt the chief sttunbling- 
block to her husband's accompanying her 
hand in hand through it. 

When the appointment in a far country 
was first suggested to Billy, he wrote to Lady 
Javelin from London and asked her what he 
should do. The compliment touched Crystal, 
though it made her smile. She knew it was the 
wish of his heart, yet, ignoring this, she re- 
sponded only to the compliment by another. 

"As you have this chance," she wrote, "I do 
hope you will take it, not only for your own 
sake in the future, but for my sake in the 
present. There are a few things in this world 
I can do fairly well, but it is dawning on me 
that I am no good as a lion-tamer. In fact, 
I am quite useless at it. Therefore go, dear 
Billy, while my blessing still rests upon your 
head, and before my own hair is flecked witii 
grey." 

Not a word, not a single word of complaint 
or regret for herself, only that light touch on 
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the heavy reins of circumstance which Billy 
as a sportsman so adored. 

He carried the letter in his pocket all day. 
He read it at intervals in London, though he 
knew it by heart, and while repeating to him- 
self the bit he liked best, he was stopped 
in PaU Mall by a man with an amused 
smile. 

Billy could not place him for the moment. 
His thoughts were all with that dear inefficient 
Uon-tamer. 

"You don't remember me? We travelled 
home together last y^ar on the " 

"Of course! My wits were wool-gathering. 
How are you?" 

They stood talking, then strolled on to- 
gether. The elder man asked the younger to 
lunch with him at his club. Billy went, a 
vague, tmcertain, indefinite idea floating at the 
back of his mind, that this was all arranged 
somewhere up in the blue, that it was part of 
a plan in which he was being pulled by wires. 
He felt no resentment, only curiosity. 

Billy went home, a few days later, taking his 
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new-found friend with him. He plunged him 
straight into the heart of things, knowii^ he 
had been there before. 

Lady J. at the dower house thought there 
was something familiar about that clever 
friend of William's. She felt as if she had seen 
him elsewhere, yet amid not say when. He 
appeared to be an archeologist and studied 
the tombs in the churchyard as matters of 
interest. 

Lady Javelin received him at the hall. The 
old Rector and Mr. Dolphin proved mines of 
information on subjects wide of the mark, and 
his visit was considered a success even by 
Milly when she knew Sir Christopher had 
shown him the book. 

That marked the extreme intimacy of 
friendship ; for when Billy's acquaintance left 
at the end of a week, his departure was 
regretted by each member of the Javelin clan. 
Their interest for him was about equalled by 
his influence on them, shown chiefly in the 
fact that when Billy went to that far country, 
he took Milly with him. 
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Years went by. The boys went to school. 
The little girl grew to be a big girl greatly 
accomplished. The mother wrote and pub- 
lished under an increasing number of names, 
enjoying an existence that would have made 
the lives of six ordinary women interesting: 
the life of a wife with a husband of the calibre 
of Sir Christopher Javelin; the life of the 
mother whose natural care for her own chil- 
dren yet permitted an overflow for others 
adopted by grace ; the life of a daughter-in-law 
with a mother-in-law like sweet Lady J.; 
the social life of the lady of quality in a cer- 
tain secure position; the romantic life, with 
its invisible halo, its visible pearls that were 
"only lent," and its crumpled telegram, dated 
far back from Southampton, with its pencilled 
words, now hard to read, — 

' ' Good-bye. Farewell. They will not guess. 

But you will know " 

Nothing more. The verse was not finished. 
It was unnecessary. She knew. And then, 
last but not least, her own life in the realms 
of the unseen, — the life where her creative 



by Google 



228 THE SHAPE OP THE WORLD 

faculty cotild have full play, independent of 
those other lives which in their turn, though 
unknown to them, were yet dependent on 
this, the life that helped those other lives to 
Uve. 

While everything roimd him moved forward, 
only the sad master of this dieerful house 
stood still, or stepped, if anywhere, backward. 
He lived in the past with Milly. That kind 
hands had removed her physically from his 
side merely made him hold the spiritual 
memory of her tighter. "Out of sight — out 
of mind," was applicable, no doubt, to common 
folk. Sir Christopher was not common and 
not ordinary, that was the mistake so many 
made in feeling they <xJtild deal with a charac- 
ter so complex. 

To take away a favourite toy from the 
average child might produce a temporary 
hullabaloo, after which he would console 
himself with another near at hand and the 
incident be forgotten. But the case was not 
parallel. Sir Christopher was no longer a 
child. He was hardly the average man, and 
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he resented bitterly the interference tJiat had 
parted him from Milly. 

The recollection of her latterly as a duty 
hanging millstone-like round his neck was 
forgotten, ihe expected rebound after the 
loosening of the millstone did not take place. 
He remained bowed as before, blind to the 
happiness of the situation that permitted him 
without a word to return to his former great- 
ness in the family concerns. He lived in the 
past with Milly, an even more depressing 
position than when tiie past had been the 
present. 

And day by day, and year by year as the 
growing interests of the children seemed likely 
to encroach on his time and his thoughts, he 
stepped farther and farther back into the 
gloomy shade of the shape of the world as it 
appeared to him and Milly. 

Never did it cross his mind that just as he 
in his way grieved for Milly, so his wife, in 
her way, might grieve for him, never. She 
had "let him go" — the priceless possession! 
She had not cared "to keep him" — this was 
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the result. She must just take the conse- 
quences of her damned indifference. 

Neither did it ever occur to him that a 
woman like Crystal might miss a friendship 
with a man like Billy. He had not liked 
Billy and he was thankful when he had gone. 
That was the beginning and the end of his 
thought about him, and of Crystal he did not 
think because he could never get over the fact 
she had let him go when he refused to be held. 

Dming the years that followed Billy's 
friend came down once and again, though 
knowii^ everything had been tried which 
could be tried, knowing also the heart-breaking 
result, that whereas Sir Christopher was 
formerly blind, he now was deaf; that where 
formerly he had not understood, he had now 
passed to that lower stage where he misunder- 
stood, whether imconsciously, or wilfully and 
vindictively, it was hard to say. The fact 
remained patent to all that Sir Christopher 
Javelin was mentally blind, and deaf, and 
unutterably stupid, with the dense stupidity 
that betokens signs of deficiency and decay. 
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To the mother's cry, "Can nothing save 
him?" he had shaken his head. "Nothing 
but an earthquake. It will have to be a 
gigantic upheaval to move the crust of years." 

And yet, and yet, for generations every 
Javelin had been bom of a good mother, and 
had had for his wife, a good woman. These 
things must coimt even in science. He had 
read the records in the Javelin book and 
noted how the force and energy of the earlier 
generations had sought expression in every 
kind of crime. Later, actual crimes disap- 
peared from the pages and evil thoughts took 
their place. Malevolence ruled and tortured 
through two centuries and a half. Then, it 
seemed as if the power to do had waned. The 
desire was there, but the performing power was 
missing. The two last scions of the house had 
proved themselves as Incapable of crime as 
they were incapable of noble effort. The 
force and energy of the race was spent utterly 
and the present man could be neither bad nor 
good, if he would. 

Was it probable or possible that the first man 
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was right, when he had carved over his tomb, 
Ecce homo qui nan posuit Deum adjulorem 
suum? Was this the answer to the riddle? 

Nothing but an earthqual^, or a mental 
shock equal to the full force of an earthquake, 
would ever bring Sir Christopher from death 
toUfe. 

Then Lady Javelin spoke: "If anyliiing 
happened to me, or — or to the children, would 
tiiat do, you think? " Ready she was to 
sacrifice herself at a word, if it would avail. 

But he answered, "No, not in the way I 
think you mean. Nothing to do with death, 
or sorrow, in which he has indulged himself 
ad nauseam. Something that would rouse a 
natural instinct to life would have the best 
chance — perhaps a supreme gladness, per- 
haps a fierce anger, anything which has suffi- 
cient life in it to carry him even temporarily 
out of himself." 

Alas! Nothing on God's earth angered him. 
Nothing made him glad, for years and years 
and years, till a certain day when he saw his 
daughter as a woman grown — Miss Javelin. 
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THE ESSENCE 



'"ITie Essence of the world is the invisible har- 
mony in which all differences and oppositions are 
solved." — Dr. H. Winddband. 
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CHAPTER XX 

HISS JAVELIN 

"lyyilSS JAVELIN by her mother, Lady 
Javelin. " For a hundred years no 
such announcement had appeared in the I^t 
of those presented at court. There had been 
no Miss Javelin to present. 

The above was seen in the morning papers 
by Miss Javelin's fatJier. It arrested his 
attention. He turned from paper to paper 
till he found a full description of their gowns. 
No parental pride gleamed in his eyes as he 
read, merely a species of dull satisfaction. 
He went for a walk, and when he came back 
late in the afternoon, he hovered near the 
hall door, and was standing there waiting to 
greet them. 

As they drove up and saw him, Lady Jave- 
235 
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lin felt a grip in the throat. Was the supreme 
gladness dose at hand? Was he going to loss 
his daughter? Fair and sweet and dainty, the 
girl stepped out of the carriage. "Father," 
^e said and gave him her hand. He took it 
regarding her curiously. Tliey all three went 
into the library and he stood there while they 
talked. But he was not listening, and there 
was still no pride in his gaze, only a puzzled 
cimosity. 

When they went upstairs to dress for dinner, 
the girl linked her arm through the elder 
woman's. 

" Mother dear, I think father was pleased to 
see usl" 

She put on her court gown that night and 
after dinner she was further arrayed in her 
train and feathers for her grannie to see. 

They were all sitting in the hall having 
their coffee when she ciame down the big 
staircase, the tulle lappets floating like a 
veil behind her; with the nodding plumes, 
she looked like a bride or a queen. 

Lady J. put down her cup and held up her 
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lorgnettes — "Oh.mydarlingr'shesaid, "How 
beautiftil you are! How beautiful!" 

Crystal said nothing. She was watching her 
husband. 

He rose from his chair suddenly as if moved 
by impulse, waited quickly towards the shin- 
ing figiu^ of his daughter, and stood watching 
her descend. She came down slowly to the 
last step but one, when she paused, her eyes 
then being on a level with his. He was gazing 
at her intently, looking at her as he bad never 
looked at her before. 

The two mothers held their breaths. They 
heard him say, "May I kiss you?" Then 
the girl's face was hidden by the man's for a 
moment. 

"Father, do you like me?" she said with a 
little gay laugh, and swept on down the hall, 
holding him by the hand. 

Neither Lady J. nor Lady Javelin moved 
The two figures reached them, and £is the 
girl curtsied before her grandmother, Sir 
Christopher stood stiffly in front of his 
wife. 
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"I should like to have another daugh- 

Almost braEore the white satin figure rose 
again to ha: full height, he was gone. They 
heard him shut the door of his den. 

The tragedy of it, that such a speech could 
not be met with a laugh. 

No one spoke for a full minute. Hiree 
coffee cups were taken up and played with. 
The tension in the atmosphere was relieved 
by the simple dropping of a spoon. Then: 

"I hi^« Mother darling, I can trust you 
not to give father another daughter. It 
would be most disconcerting. Think of the 
boys' feelings." 

She gathered up her train with grace and 
said she would go to bed. She did not seem 
to be employing tact. She did better than 
that. She appeared unconscious that tact 
was needed, that all was not perfectly natm^, 
and vanished. 

The two women left in the hall looked at 
each other with snules of unutterable sadness. 
There was every sort of emotion stru^Hng 
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for supremacy: hope, fear, pleasure, thankful- 
ness, regret. 

"Thank God, Crystal! ThankGod!" 

"Yes." 

"It was wonderful, my dear. He was 
nearer himself than we have seen him for 
years." 

"Yes, for years." 

They sat on talking tiU a late hour, softly, 
quietly, hopeful fear warring with fearful 
hope. 

Before going to her own room, Lady Javelin 
went to say good-night to Delida. It was 
dark in the room, but she felt her way to the 
bed and two hands pulled her down on to it. 

"Did I do right? Mother darling, was it 
all right? We never thotight, did we? It 's 
always like that. Something you 're prepared 
for never happens, and then when you *ve 
forgotten about it, pop-bang you have to 
decide in a minute." 

"It was perfect!" 

"Mother!" and a squeeze in the dark, "I 
suppose there 's something of the despot in 
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even the mildest, I mean the best of men. I 
thought it sounded so hke a Ttirk when 
father said in that autocratic way, 'I should 
like to have another daughter.' Of coiu-se, 
he might have said 'I should Hke to have an- 
other wife'!" 

"I should like to have another daughter," 
he was saying it down in his den. 

"I should like to have another daughter," 
his wife was repeating it up in her room. 

"I should like to have another daughter," 
Lady J. echoed it on her way home. Ah! how 
often she had said something similar in other 
years! Had her husband cared? Had her 
son cared whetiier his wife had gained her 
heart's desire? Had he cared then when they 
both were yotmg? And now when, compara- 
tively speaking, they both were old, when the 
children were grown up, when the fierce re- 
bellion of nature against unsatisfied longii^ 
had long been patted to sleep by the woman, 
now when, if not impossible, it would at 
least be inconsiderate and inconvenient fca: 
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the children's sake, he, the man, wanted what 
he might easily have had in the proper times 
and seasons. He wanted now what his wife 
had wanted always and had had to learn to 
do without. 

In the small hours of the morning Lady J. 
tried to reach the plane of peaceful acquies- 
cence wherein she had lived so long. She 
tried to see things as the JaveUns had always 
seen them. She looked at the shape of the 
world as it appeared to Christopher. She 
recognised the failure and disappointment he 
must have encountered both in it and in him- 
self, and she listened again to his speech of the 
night before and heard in it the almost stifled 
voice of Nature calling for help. 

For years he had never come so near his 
wife as he had come last night when Delida 
held him by the hand. 

When Delicia held him by liie hand, when 
Delicia held him — a long train of thought 
seemed bom from these words. "A little 
child shall lead them," thrust itself in and 
was obviously rejected. Delicia was not a 
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little child. She was a full grown woman. 
Yet she, perhaps, could do for the man what 
his wife could not do, his mother cotdd not do. 
Yes, perhaps Dehcia could do it. Every 
Javelin all down the line had had a good 
mother, had also had a good wife. No record 
had ever mentioned a daughter. For a 
himdred years there had been no daughter. 
Delicia was the first in a himdred 3rears. 

It was just while Delicia touched him, that 
Sir Christopher had changed. While Delicia 
held his hand, he came near to being his 
former self. Was it possible that saving 
power might be in Delicia? 

One woman could deaden a man. Poor 
Milly! it seemed the height of flattery to attri- 
bute anything so consequential to her, but it 
would require three women to make him alive. 
Three women, mother, wife, and daughter — a 
threefold relationship that no other Javelin 
had had for a hundred years. It could not be 
an accident. It cotdd not be for nothing that, 
at Delida's touch, the devil had gone out of 
the man, that Sir Christopher had come to 
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himself, when Delicia held him by the hand. 
All the turbulent thoughts, both for herself 
and her daughter-in-law, calmed down gently 
and gradually. 

Lady J. cherished the remembrance that 
her son had come closer to his wife that even- 
ing than he had come for years. And if nearer 
his wife, then nearer his mother, perchance 
nearer to God. It was only momentary, and 
no matter the reason, how or why. He had 
just come, and his coming was a sign of 
returning life. It m^ht be the beginning of 
the supreme gladness. A mistake now wotJd 
be fatal, and so easy to make. As the dawn 
was breaking, she urged God on her knees 
not to let Crystal make it. 

In the days that followed, such fervency 
seemed to have been imprudent. No OKXjr- 
tunity for an error of judgment in delicate 
matters was oflEered to Lady Javelin. 

The shape of the world had been trans- 
formed in a night for Sir Christopher by his 
daughter Delicia. She was a full-blooded 
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young woman and she ousted memories of 
the anaemic Milly by one touch of her warm, 
firm hand. 

Essays and articles of a flat deflance were 
left unfinished on his table while the father 
walked and rode and talked and listened with 
his daughter Delida. 

The world was roimd. Delida said so. A 
spell was broken — Milly was dead, Delicia 
was very much alive. Delicia was the only 
living fact that mattered. He never misunder- 
stood Delicia. He loved her. 

It was pathetic to see him trying to please 
her — not that she was a hard task-mistress, 
but the soiJ of the man had to come so far 
when she called, as she did call imperiously 
many times a day. It had siink so deep and 
so long in self that it was always in danger of 
getting away and hiding from those vigilant 
eyes waiting for it to respond to a thousand 



All went well in the eyes of the two mothers, 
whose kind hearts, with the impersonal good- 
ness of motherhood, brooded over the turn 
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of events. All went well for a week and a day. 
Then the house filled up with young people. 
The brothers retiimed for their vacations 
and the cup of Delida's joy was full. 

They kissed her carelessly; brother-like they 
teased her wickedly; they adored her spas- 
modically; and from the evening of the day 
in which the family were once mcwe united, 
Sir Christopher retreated into his den. 

It was in vain they tried to keep him with 
them, in vain they tried to prevent his leaving 
them. Even DeUda following him to his door 
was rebuffed sharply. 

She wept. The poor child went to her 
mother crying. After tJie uplifting eiperi- 
ence of a week tiie sudden bump back to earth 
shook her confidence in herself. 

It had been so lovely, so ennobling to 
succeed where others had failed ; and now, to 
have a door slammed in her pretty face, so 
miserably ignoble. The tears had to fall. 
What could the mother say to comfort — she 
who had refused to give a like experiment a 
chance? 
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Thus early in life, and at the hand of one 
inspired to love her, did Delicia learn that for 
every lattle step up, there is always a big step 
down. 

The tears were dried. There were theatri- 
cals on hand. A very important part was 
assigned to Miss Javelin. She studied it with 
grace and rehearsed it with ease. The young 
lordling, her lover, threw himself at her feet, 
literally said metaphorically. The brothers, 
misunderstanding such old-time fashions, flew 
to rescue a sister from a situation full of fas- 
cination and peril, with the usual result. 
Ridicule defeated the brothers, who were 
thereafter applauded whenever they appeared. 

"With romance and excitement like this at 
its height, there was no time to think of papa 
sulking in his den. No, but there came a day 
when the young lover, privately rehearsing 
his part at the hall, with rather more fervour 
than when the whole cast was there, suddenly 
saw a giant figure loom in the doorway with 
eyes that flashed hatred and miuxler. 

The arm that was lotrnd DeUcia's waist 
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slipped inert away, the proper words stuck 
in the lover's throat, the temporary prompter 
prompted in vain, and then murmured things 
that were not in the book. The giant strode 
into the room and the furniture seemed to 
make gaps for his feet. Delida slipped to the 
wall, gripping the chimney-piece, the lover 
stood firm, and the giant came on with fingers 
clawing the air. 

One arm was suddenly raised as if to strike. 
Then the lover swerved, throwing himself 
between the giant and Delicia. The giant 
hitting out at that moment with all his force 
and hitting only the air, fell forward, with the 
whole weight of his body, crash, bang, crash, 
against the marble chimney-piece and on to 
the floor amongst the fire-irons and fender. 
Something shivered to bits. 
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THE OLD NURSERIES ARE USED AGAIN 

'"X'HE quietest room in the house, the very 
quietest, my dear lady, with another 
room adjoining for Hie nurse." 

The village doctor, another doctor from 
London, and Billy's friend, were standing 
roimd Lady Javelin, a serioiis gravity having 
them all in possession. 

" Can you think, or would you allow me to 
go and see?" Billy's friend detached himself 
from the group and moved towards the door. 
Lady Javelin bent her head, thinking. 

"The old nurseries," she murmured and 
looked after him. "Vv'^ait for me," she called 
and went out quickly down the long passage 
and through double baize doors. Together 
they visited the disused rooms, in which 
248 
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a few dtist sheets reigned along with 
silence. 

The carpetless floors, spotlessly clean, the 
curtainless windows, open to the sxm, the 
white tiled bathroom adjoining — all presented 
themselves to Billy's friend in the form of an 
invitation. A few hours' hard work wotild 
show a model hospital ward. 

And here Sir Christopher was carried and 
lay, so the experts said, between life and 
death. His wife, who was not an expert, was 
sure he was nearer to Life. Womanlike she 
gave no reason. She merely knew. 

After the operation was over, there followed 
a time of deep anxiety. The brain had suffered 
loss, and the whole system had received the 
sort of shock from which many a younger man 
had not recovered. 

The house was empty of every one, even the 
children. The boys returned to their duties 
and Delida, sorely against her will, went to 
the dower house across the park. 

She prayed to stay with her mother, but 
Lady JaveUn refused. Grannie was in need 
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of comfort. Would not Delida comfort 
her? 

And to her mother-in-law she said, " Delicia 
is too young to be here alone, for I shall be 
with him all the time. May DeUcia come to 
you?" 

So that was the end for Delicia of her court 
gown, and her feathers, and her lordly Iovct, 
and her season in town, and her great success 
as her father's child. At least it seemed to be 
the end, at eighteen, but who knows? 

The rest of the big house was desolate. 
Crystal, in a blue linen gown, Hved entirely 
in the nursery wing, visited by the doctor, 
the agent, and the Rector. 

She got through an immense amount of 
writing. She saw a new book through the 
press. She was busy from morning to night 
and she walked every day without fail to see 
the others across the park. 

And Sir Christopher lay in his bed, alive 
but knowing nothing, and the waitii^ time 
seemed very, very long to all but Lady Jave- 
Un and Billy's friend. Matters of life and 
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death cannot be hastened, especially life 
if it is to be strong and vigorous when it 
comes. 

"Though the mills of God grind slowly," 
said Billy's friend, a dear thing but not given 
to originality of thought, "yet they grind 
exceeding small. " 

And Lady Javelin had said, "Yes, but all my 
life I have been one of those inclined to give 
an extra turn to the mill handle when I have 
seen a chance." 

"With the danger of passing uncrushed 
grain " 

"Yes, one finds that out afterwards." 

And the figure lying on the bed, uncon- 
scious of the outward life going on around 
him, was dimly conscious of a vagueness and a 
vapotir through which something that seemed 
to be himself was trying to push. It was all so 
vague, all such a cloud, that efFcot was useless; 
besides there was not enotigh ego in a mist to 
make an effort to be free of the mist. 

This went on for aeons of time. The body 
slept and ate and was cared for without making 
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any impression on the mind. For those who 
cared, it was like caring for the dead. 

Then one day, the vagueness broke Mid the 
soul of Sir C3iristopher stirred. The next 
day it opened its eyes, or it may have been 
the next week or the next month — ^the soul 
had no account with Time. It just opened 
its eyes and saw the light. It was very dis- 
tressii^, and tJie soul tried to shut them again. 
The light showed so many things it did not 
want to see. After that a fight began, a very 
uneqtial fight. Darkness against Ught, and 
the darkness did all in its power to reign 
supreme, but the strength of the light was such 
that the darkness was soon reduced to a 
shadow dependent for its very existence on 
keeping the other side of the light. 

And after what seemed to be ages of a 
cotton-wool sort of conflict, in which no sounds 
were heard, the eyes of the soul seemed to 
connect with the eyes of the mind and to look 
through the eyes of the body. 

And the first thing on which Sir Christopher 
looked with dawning intelligence was a sunny 
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room with a fire and a woman. He shut out 
the vision, shutting his bodily eyes in order 
that he might look within. 

A woman of that kind awoke some familiar 
memory, which it would take him years to 
trace. With eyes always shut, he began. 

A blue and white figure bending over a fire, 
and round the fire a high wire guard — that 
was enough to puzzle over at first. Then the 
far away sounds that had been muffled so 
long became suddenly dear. He recognised 
them as voices, — quiet, soft voices that spoke 
as if he were asleep. He hoped they woidd 
not find out he was awake. He must work 
out the situation by himself and discover who 
and what he was. 

He heard the voices, but he did not under- 
stand a word of what they said. He did not 
want to. He was so tired, he wanted to stay 
in the cloud or the mist where details and 
outlines were blurred. 

Then a door opened somewhere in the cloud 
and he was conscious of a movement beside 
him. A voice spoke and he knew it. He had 
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heard it before. The voice seemed to touch 
his forehead in a peculiar manner and the 
touch opened his eyes. They remained open 
in a wide, fixed stare. 

Two people were dose to him. One was the 
blue and white nurse. He wondered how he 
knew and had always known she was a nurse. 
The other, in blade, was his mother. 

A confusion of sounds followed, and he got 
away into the grey mist again as quidc as he 
could. It was an awful revelation that had 
come to him, an awful revelation. He knew 
himself now for what he was. He was a new- 
bom baby. 

From that moment the qtiietness went out 
of his life. All was confusion without and 
within. He was seldom, if ever, able to get 
away into the grey doud. People, alwaj^ 
people, were coming to look at him. He would 
not look at them, but he was able to dis- 
tinguish sounds and even voices from one 
another. There was one he knew well because 
it always said the same thing. It always 
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"I wish he would open his eyes and look 
at you. " 

Not he. He knew better than that with the 
friendly, grey mist receding from him farther 
and farther every day. 

So he fed and slept and wondered and 
listened. 

Everything confirmed him in his idea that 
he was really a new-bom thing, just come into 
the world, and gradually he began to be rather 
interested in the processes of keeping him 
alive. He still kept his outward eyes shut as 
much as possible and gained his knowledge 
chiefly from within, hoping thereby to deceive 
"the people" whose presence drove away the 
grey cloud. 

"I think he's beginning to take notice. 
Of course he 's been conscious now for some 
time." This in a gruff voice, while another 
voice, deeper and more disturbing, said some- 
thing in reply. 

"Well, young man, let us have a look at 
you." 

The Christopher lying on the bed could not 
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believe this remark was intended for him. 
It was a queer way to speak to a baby, imless 
of course it was the baby's father. It must be 
his father. 

He had no curiosity to see him, not even 
when the grufiE voice said, "Don't hurry him, 
don't hiury him, give him all the time he 
wants! He 's making very good progress." 
Then the voice was lost ia more soimd. 

Another time he heard the same voice say, 
"We 've made a splraidid job of this, Niu"se, 
a wonderful job. " 

And one of the women in blue said, "I *m 
glad you 're satisfied, sir. It *s been a long 
case. " Then he fell off asleep. 

When he woke, he opened his outward eyes 
quite inadvertently, and they fell on the 
woman sittii^ at a table writing. He had 
seen her before. She was the first woman he 
had seen after he was bom. She never worried 
him. She just sat there, and he lay and looked 
at her. 

After a bit he began to wonder about her. 
He wished she would move. Next he moved 
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himself, very successfully. It made her look 
up. He saw her eyes across the room. 

She came near to him and bent down. 

"Do you know me, darling?" TTien, after 
a pause, " Don't try. Shut your eyes again, 
and go to sleep." Just the way a wom^i 
speaks to a baby. 

He was getting very knowing now. He was 
beginning to understand that he generally 
had to do as he was told, and because this 
woman told him to go to sleep, he wanted 
to keep awake and see why she wanted him 
to go to sleep. 

He shut his eyes, and she went back to her 
writing. He heard the little soothing sound of 
the pen on the paper; then he looked again to 
see if it were safe. It was quite safe. She 
was very busy, and he watched her for times 
and times and times. 

Then one day he had a desire to hear his 
own voice. He said, "Mother," when several 
people were in the room. The one he knew 
long ago to be his mother disengaged herself 
from the rest and came and took his hand. 
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" Yes, my son, " followed by great confusion 
again, and a long silence. 

He knew a lot of things now. He knew him- 
self to be a silly, helpless baby. He knew his 
fether from the doctor, and he knew his moUier 
from the nurse, and he knew the woman who 
never worried. He must be getting very old. 

After a bit he took his own situation and 
every one round it for granted. The only one 
he puzzled over was the writing woman. Who 
was die? What was she always doing in his 
room, and why? 

There came to be a time when she was 
there alone. His nurse went away and nobody 
else, not even his father, or the doctor, or his 
mother ever came to disturb his dreams. This 
happened every day. He formed a plan in 
secret. 

He had been so successful with "Mother," 
he would try the others. He said, "Nurse," 
one day, and the nurse came at his call, and no 
confusion followed. He said, "Father, " when 
he heard the gruS voice beside him, and met 
only silence. 



by Google 



THE OLD NURSERIES 259 

"Father, " but no, he was wrong somewhere. 
Nurse said, "That's the first mistake he's 
made," and the gruff voice answered, "No 
matter, what can I do for you, my boy? " 

But he was bored by them with his failure 
and shut his inward and outward eyes. 

He did not try speaking for some time, he 
waited to be sure. But as the days passed and 
he grew familiar with the room — the sounds 
without, the people and the scenes within — 
his ^irit grew restive. It was being kept in 
bondage, in the bondage of ignorance. He 
must know more about himself, about the 
writing woman. 

He and she were alone again. It was the 
time when nobody came. He wanted to 
attract her attention and talk to her. If he 
said nurse or mother, she would not know how 
sensible he was, and he did not know how to 
call her. He thought, and as he thought, he 
wanted her to speak to him so much that, 
when she would not look up and see, he began 
to cry, just like a baby. 

The writing woman st(^)ped, and came over 
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to him. She took her handkerchief and wiped 
his eyes. It smelt so good he thought he 
would cry again later. Then she went down 
on the floor beside him and put her face quite 
dose to his. 

"What is it, dear?" 

"Where am I?" 

"In the ntirsery, your own, old nursery at 
home." That confirmed theory number one 
about himself. 

The woman on the floor waited. 

Then, "How old am I now?" 

"You 're forty-eight now; going to be 
forty-nifte next birthday. I am the same." 

He shrank from her. She was telling a lie. 
It was not fair to tell hes to children. 

She seemed to know there was something 
wrong, for she smiled at Tiim and said, "Do 
you know who I am?" 

He shook his head. 

"Never mind. It doesn't matter. We can 
wait for that. " 

"Does matter! Want to know! Tell me!" 

"I 'm Crystal." 
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He only looked blank. 

The voice seemed to hesitate. "I 'ra Crys- 
tal, your wife. '* 

He gazed at her fixedly. Tlien his eyes 
began to smile. 

"Got a wife?" 

She nodded. 

"I thought I was a baby!" 

She bent nearer him caressingly. " So you 
are, the biggest baby a woman ever had to 
deal with, but you 're also my husband, if 
you don't mind. " 

"But I thought I was a baby, just bom." 

His mouth twitched at the comer# and he 
laughed faintly, weakly. The woman on her 
knees laughed with him. The tension of 
years seemed to snap suddenly. 

Some one opened the door behind them, 
paused in amazement, and shut it again. The 
man on the bed whispered, "Don't go — 
Just bom " 

And the woman could n't be grave, not if 
she tried. 
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DEUCIA CHAPERONES HER GRANDUOTHER 

" r\ARLING Mother, 

^— ^ "Now that father's better, can you 
spare an hoiu- to your poor little daughter? 
She does want to see you. Tliere 's some- 
thing she has wished to talk about for ages, 
but she coiild not bother you. Will you come 
to tea? Grannie is longing to sit with father! 
"Your loving, 

"Delicia." 

Lady Javelin read the note at breakfast 
and for reply sent to ask her mother-in-law if 
she would like to come late in the afternoon 
and spend an hour with the invalid. 

The two mothers met half-way across the 
park and sat on the seat under the beech tree. 
They smiled as they talked, and both looked 
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as if a kind hand had smoothed their faces 
in the last few days. They parted with a 
nod and a laugh. 

Delida was waiting in the garden and linked 
her arm in her mother's. 

" I 've ordered tea out here. I think 
you 've been indoors too much. " 

Lady Javelin said Ha! but she enjoyed 
having the child take care of her. 

"Well, what do you want to talk to me 
about? I suppose I can guess. " 

" I don't think so, but wait till th^ 've 
finished bringing tea. Hie kettle 's got to 
come." 

"Very well. Your father had another 
excellent night. He 's doing better than, I 
believe, they ever expected." 

"So glad, Mother dear, but of course we 
knew that early this morning. Now, it 's 
quite safe. I want to talk to you about 
Grannie. " 

"About Grannie! What 's the matter with 
her?" 

"Well, I don't think there 's anything the 
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matter, but I think I 'd like there to be. Can 
you guess?" 

"For goodness' sake, what do you mean?" 

"You know Sir Guy larkin? " 

"Yes." 

" Well, can't you guess now? " 

"Not in the least. He 's dd enou^ to be 
your great grandfather." 

"Grandfather will do." 

"Delida, what can you be thinking of?" 

"Why just that, Mother. He adores 
Grannie. I know he does. I don't mean he 
has said so to me, but I can see it, anybody 
can see it — except Grannie. I don't think it 
occurs to her. Why shotildn't they marry?" 

"Marry! My dear child, you take my 
breath away. Lady Larkin has only been 
dead — • — " 

"Years, my dear Mother." 

"It may be a year or two. ' ' 

"And it 's so dull for them both! Each in a 
big house all alone, and loving each other all 
the time. " 

"Delida!" 
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"They do, I know they do." 

"You little matchmaker! What made you 
tbifi lf of such a thing?" 

" It just seems most natural and they are n't 
either of them old really. " 

"Only seventy, I think!" 

"That 's in years. I mean in themselves. 
They are quite young still. " 

" Grannie is nineteen years older than your 
father. He is forty-eight. So that makes her 
sixty-seven. Sir Guy is probably older, about 
seventy as I said. " 

"Well, you won't object, you and father, if 
I encourage it, will you?" 

"You encourage it! No. We 've no right 
to object but " 

" But what. Mother. " 

"I think, Delicia, it's a risk seldom worth 
running. 'To gain a lover and lose a friend.' " 

" I don't think it would be so in this case. 
I believe it would be a splendid combination 
afiair." 

" My dear diild, how long has this been in 
your mind?" 
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"Almost ever since I came to stay. You 
see, Sir Guy was awfully upset about father 
and he used to come here every day to enquire, 
and he and Grannie had long talks, and some- 
times he used to walk up to the house with me 
to find out the latest news, and he always 
talked about Grannie, either as she is now or 
as she used to be when Grandpapa was aUve. 
I 've heard lots of things about the family 
from him. I don't think we 're much to 
boast of, do you? Javelin 's a very old name, 
d course, and that counts for something now- 
a-days, but Grandpapa seems to have been 
odd and the rest bad. Anyway Sir Guy is an 
old dear. I simply love him, and should like 
to have him as a relation of some sort, and 
Grandpapa seems the most suitable. He 
simply adores Grannie. What can we do to 
help?" 

"Nothing! No, Delida, I am quite firm 
about that. I won't hinder, but equally I will 
not help. It 's too dangerous. True friend- 
ship between a man and a woman is so rare and 
beautifid, marriage, my dear, might spoil it. " 
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"You're talkmg now just like your Wil- 
helmina, where she says 'the finest love is 
unadulterated by pity or contempt.' " 

"I thought I said you were not to read my 
manuscripts. " 

" I did n't read it, darling. I happened to 
pass it lying open just at that page, and saw 
it without reading it — ^you know how one 
does. " 

"No, Deliraa, you're very beguiling, but 
it won't do. I think now father 's better that 
perhaps you 'd best come home. Only I 'm 
with him so much " 

"And poor Grannie's so lonely if she isn't 
to marry Sir Guy " 

"Nonsense! I must see about it. Ill 
talk to your father." 

"Does he ever say he wants me back? 
Does he remember about that awftd night?" 

Lady Javelin shook her head. 

"Never? Does n't he know what hap- 
pened?" 

"We think not. He has gone quite back to 
years ago, when you were all tiny, almost 



i.vCoogIc 



368 THE SHAPE OP THE WORLD 

before you were bom, but of course he may 
remember any day. " 

" Does n't he know he broke his head? 
Does n't he know some of his brains — — " 

"No, darling, and I hope he never will. 
All is going on well. He is really better in 
every way." 

" Perhaps they were packed too tight before, 
and now there is mora room for them to work 



"Perhaps." 

"If he doesn't remember my existence, I 
can't come home — not to be of any use, I 
mean. How could you explain my official 
position in his room? Me so yoimg and so 
fair! I had better stay here and chaperone 
Grannie. " 
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THE WIND BLOWETH WHERE IT USTETH 

A GLORIOUSSunday.thetenthdayof June. 
'* All the family had gone to church, leaving 
Sir Christopher sitting by open windows where, 
when the bells stopped ringing, he could hear 
the organ and the chanting of the choir, even the 
voice of the Rector through the wide west door. 

He had books beside him, but he did not 
read. He lay back in his chair gazing out into 
the garden, listening to the hum of the insects 
mingling with the hum of the human congre- 
gation. 

He was quite alone, wide awake, and fully 
conscious. Yet he heard the sound of laughter. 
Soft at first, it increased in volume and had a 
derisive note in it that jarred the quietness 
(^ the day. 

369 
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The laughter came out of the air and 
drowned the organ and tJie voices of prayer 
and praise. It shrieked in his ears with fiend- 
ish glee. Words were said, but he could not 
distinguish them from the demoniacal screams, 
as devoid of mirth as they were full of venom. 

Presently he recognised himself as the 
centre of this ridiculous tintinnabtdation. He, 
Sir Christopher Javelin, was being laughed to 
scorn, but by whom, and why? 

Something familiar caught his ear out of 
the hubbub, and he listened intently, trying 
to piece together the past and the present. 
The laughter bubbled and died and the 
voices became clear and distinct, rising with 
quiet strength above the hideous din, 

"Ecce homo qui non posuit Deum adjutorem 
suum." 

"Ecce homo, Ecce homo — " and more 
latighter, gradually fading away into a long 
silence. The man lay back in his chair, his 
outward eyes fixed on the inward vision; his 
outward ears hearing an inward song. 

He saw people, always people again, walk- 
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ing in a grey mist. He felt the cloud, the old 
friendly cloud, wrap him round with familiar 
touch and then — nothing. 

The Javelin family and retinue came out of 
church. They stood talking with enqturing 
neighbours and sympathetic friends, then 
they wandered desultory-fashion round the 
gardens, roimd the stables, out c^ the kennels, 
the same round that every Javelin had made 
for htuidreds of years. A gong rang and they 
came trooping over the lawn. 

"Heavenly day, Father, isn't it? Are you 
enjoying it?" 

He said "Yes," because it was obvious 
they noticed nothing wrong. 

His wife came and stood beside him, pulling 
off her gloves. Something in her eyes made 
him feel she saw a change. 

He said abruptly. "Wasn't there rather a 
row in church this morning? I heard some 
very discordant sounds. " 

"No, they sang very wdl. " 

"Who preached?" 

"The Rector." 
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"What about?" 

Lady Javelin gave a final tug and freed her 
hand of the long grey glove. "It was about 
being bom again! — " she smiled at him as if 
they had an understanding. 

He put out his hand and pulled the end of 
the glove pulhng her hand with it. 

"What was the text?" As she hesitated, he 
laughed, "You *ve forgotten it already!" 

"No, but it was rather a long one, about 
the wind blowing where it listeth." 

'Yes?" 

"And thou hearest the sound thereof, but 
canst not tell whence it cometh or whither 
it goetht so is every one that is bom of the 
spirit. " 

He nodded, kissed the hand he held, and 
said, "I would like to see the Rector t^ 
afternoon. Will you tell him? " 

The two men sat together in the same room 
later in the day, and the elder of the two 
listened to the ctuious experience of the 
younger. His was a sympathetic nature and 
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he fully believed such an experience was 



They had that morning in chxirch chanted 
the psalm in English, the Latin version of 
which had been heard by Sir Christopher. 
How or why he could not explain, but the 
sense of the words had been so long connected 
with the JaveUn family that doubtless they 
would easily reach a member of the family 
with the original sound in which they had 
first been heard. 

Sir Christopher asked for the ccaitext, and 
when it was given to him, he was amazed. 
He repeated the words over to himself, "and 
shall laugh him to scorn. " "Yes, my dear sir, 
they did that, but it was not the righteous. 
At least, I cannot believe that those hideous 
soimds came from the minds of the righteous, 
or else I have different ideas of what it must be 
to be righteous. Still, I was laughed to scorn 
this morning. No doubt about that. Laughed 
to scorn I was, and you all in church shouting 
the reason, 'Lo, this is the man.' Well, 
you 've known me man, and boy, for forty 
18 
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years, and you Ve known me always as the 
man that took not God for his strength. 
Now I want you to imderstand that from 
henceforth I intend to do so. " 

The Rector leaned forward to catch the 
scarcely audible words. He responded in a 
whisper, "Amen," "Amen," twice over and 
very gravely. 
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SIR CHRISTOPHER TRIES TO PAY HIS DEBTS 

"Once to every Man and Nation 
Comes the moment to decide." 

npHE moment had come to Sir Christopher 
Javelin and he had made his decision. 

After that Kf e bore a wholly different aspect 
from what it did befOTe. It was as though he 
had hitherto lived with a crape veil over his 
face, and now it had suddenly lifted. That 
was the difference. 

Yet; though he had come out of a gloomy 
past, it had not been black with crime like 
that of some of his ancestors. He had not led 
an evil life, merely an inadequate one. He 
had, when he came to analyse the last twenty 
years in the light of the last few weeks, he 
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knew he had led a miserably dull existence, 
totally tinenlivened by passionate joys, pas- 
sionate sorrows, or even the average pleasures 
to be gained from his position. It had all 
been on a dead level of — he tried to find 
another word. Only one was suitable, and he 
knew it, yet he did not want to use it. All a 
dead level of — he must own it, with the fresh 
light pouring in and illuminating the dark 
places of his mind: his life had been a dead 
level of mediocrity. 

Mediocrity! He had not been a bad son, 
as sons go, but he had missed being a particu- 
larly good one. He had not been a bad 
husband in the sense of deserting his wife 
openly, but then he had not been the best. 
He had not been a bad father; he had never 
illtreated his children; but he had not been a 
good one. He had not been a bad neighbotir. 
He had never introduced undesirables to 
those amongst whom he lived ; but he had not 
added to the gaiety of nations in any way, 
not even in his own Uttle plot of ground. He 
had not propagated lies when he had written 
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on the shape of the world. He had published 
what he honestly believed. It was a stupid 
belief. He saw that, now the veil was off his 
face, and though he need not be actually 
ashamed of his Uterary output, he could not 
be proud, as he would like to be. 

He had not made bad friendships, not bad 
ones, but in the last twenty years he knew he 
had not made a good one, and he had done 
nothing to keep those good ones already made. 

That any of them were still his, was due to 
no effort on his part — that he was well aware. 
His mother's friendship ? Was that his because 
he was so worthy of it? His wife's friendship? 
Was that retained because he was so lovable? 
His children's, because he was such a perfect 
companion? His neighlxmrs' and friends', 
because he had always loved them as himself? 

And then Milly? There was only one 
answer he could give when he thought of the 
shape of tiie world as he had seen it with 
MiUy. He groaned inwardly as he gave it. 

A phrase he had read some time in a morn- 
ing paper occurred to his mind as unpleasantly 
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apt to Sir Christopher Javelin. It rose up in 
his memory something Uke this: 

"And no sense of the ridi<niIous, no percep- 
tion of the awful way he cheapened himself 
when he bellowed his homage to mediocrity, 
ever entered his Philistine head. " 

He had bellowed his homage for twenty 
years, not to the Most High but to mediocrity. 

When a man or a woman receives a blow, 
struck at the heart through pride or vanity, 
their manner of enduring the pain or agony 
resulting therefrom, proves to a great degree 
their character as a human being. Do they 
fall to earth and He there writhing worm-like, 
miserable objects to all beholders? Do they 
hit back, blow for blow, suggesting thereby 
the elementary forces of primitive nature? 
Do they crawl out of sight, brave but silent, 
hiding their hurts and themselves thenceforth 
from the eyes of the world? Do they rise up 
savage with pain, crippled and maimed, yet 
declaring themselves untouched even while 
blood drips from the woimd? Do they, after 
the first stunning effect is over, do they ac- 
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knowledge the wisdom and strength of the 
blow, submit to the remedies offered, often of 
peace and qiiiet, and do they emerge there- 
from better equipped for the future? 

When Sir Christopher "came to himself," 
he knew that the least he could do was to 
make the Amende honorable, not only for 
negative neglect but for positive perversity. 
He must try and make up to others for what 
they had suffered because of him. 

He thought of his mother, requiring a prop 
and stay in her declining years. He would 
offer himself. He would ask her to use him as 
a son who could be relied on. He would prove 
to her that all the old affection between them 
edsted still. It had gone to sleep for a time, 
it was true, but now, now the veil was off his 
face, he was awake. 

Then his children. He owed them years of 
time and devotion. The boys were away. 
He would begin with Delida. He would 
make the rest of her life as happy for her as 
he had made that week, that blissful week 
which had brought him so near to deatii that 
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tiie result had been Life. Yes, he owed 
Delida a good deal. He would repay her, 
repay her, no matter what it cost. 

There was Crystal. He must think what he 
could do for Crystal. It would take a lot of 
thinking. He could begin at once with scnne 
of the others. 

So he began, but he found he was too late. 
Too late for his mother. Her old friend. Sir 
Guy Larkin, left nothing imdone that ought 
to be done to ensure her comfort and pros- 
perity in her declining years. He even offered 
her love that had been tried in the fire and 
tiiat would not fail. Sir Christopher found 
they had no place for him, more than the place 
he had chosen for himself, in the last twenty 
years. That, and no more, was still his. 

Too late with his mother, he turned with 
bright hopes to his daughter. There at least 
he would be in time. He began but something 
was amiss. He could not recapture the spirit 
of that blissful week. He was too late, and 
indirectly she told him so. Prettily and sweetly 
she asked him to let her go. 
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He had vowed to repay Delicia all that he 
owed her. He had thought to do this in his 
own coin. But to Delicia it was worthless. 
She thanked him for all his good intentions 
towards her. She spoke charmingly of the 
little time when she had been his companion, 
and now that he was no longer quite blind, 
quite deaf, and unutterably stupid, he imder- 
stood without any words how he might have 
enjoyed a daughter's companionship for 
twenty years, had he not been "bellowing 
his homage" elsewhere. 

And now in order to repay DeHda for the 
saving grace which had come to him through 
her, he must let her go. She no longer wanted 
him. She wanted the man who had come 
between them on the day the old self-absorbed 
Christopher Javelin fell at his daughter's 
feet and died in a fit of jealous rage, the day 
the new Sir Christopher was bom. 

He asked her for time to pay this debt. He 
must coimt the cost; he must fight it out. If 
he paid, he must pay gladly, willingly, to 
satisfy Delicia. He knew that. No grudging 
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fulfilment of the letter or the law would please 
the child who had unconsciously taught him 
the value of the spirit. 

If he did not give his consent, she would 
never marry the man she loved. She felt they 
both owed it to him, her father, to remain 
umnarried if he chose that it shotdd be so. 
Therefore, to repay Delicia in full, Sir Christo- 
pher must not only let his daughter go, but 
he must teach himself to be glad to give her 
to the very man whose once momentary near- 
ness to her had roused in him that frenzy of 
rage and fear. 

"He will never do it," his mother said; 
' ' you can hardly e^>ect it of him. No Javelin 
forgets or forgives. " 

"No other Javelin," Crystal said "mais 
nous avons changS tout cda. ' ' 

"Perhaps, but as a bit of worldly advice 
merely, I think Ddida had better have 
another string to her bow." 

"No thank you, Grannie. I too am a 
Javelin and I have given my word." 

As a preliminary st^ Sir Christopher sent 
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for the lordly young lover whose play had 
been spoilt sudi a long time ago. Circum- 
stances naturally made conversation between 
the two men somewhat difficult, but the 
" difficulties vanished strangely soon, because 
they were mutually felt to be an obstacle to 
Delicia's happiness. 

Thus in a comparatively short space of 
time, and in a manner well worth the waiting, 
did Delida gain the desire of her heart. She 
saw "every little root of bitterness" gradually 
disappear. She saw the crooked made straight 
and the rough places plain. She saw even the 
desert rejoice and blossom as a rose, when she 
saw her father become a friend of the man who 
had chosen her for his wife. Her own love 
and gratitude overflowed from the one to the 
other till each at his best responded bUthely 
to the best in each. 

Dear Delida! The Millennium seemed at 
hand. 
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SIR CHRISTOPHER LEAKNS WHY HATRIUONY 
WAS ORDAINED 

DUT the hardest and steepest bit of the 
way had yet to be dimbed. Sir Christo- 
pher found, as many have found, that though 
we can all go out of Eden, of our own free wills, 
at any time we choose, it 's devilish difficult 
to get back again with the flaming sword 
of our own pride always guarding the 
way. 

And civilised man can hardly go out of a 
woman's life merely to please himself, and 
then expect to stroll back again when the 
fancy talffis him, without the courtesy of 
first finding out whether his return would be 
pleasing to her; or if he does, such conduct 
savours too much of the animal world to be 
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worth a thought, from the woman, of anger 
or of regret. 

One day, later on, they two being alone in 
the house, Crystal was busy writing as usual, 
when her husband opened the door, and there 
came a smell of burning. She lifted her head, 
her nostrils contracting. "What is it?" she 
said, "adiimney?" 

"Only some papers of mine. I've been 
making a bonfire. You 're busy, I see. " 

She laid her pen down on the table. "Not 
too busy, if you want me. " 

"How characteristic!" 

" Of me, or of women in general? " 

"Of both." 

He walked to the window at the back of her 
table, looked out, tiuned round, leaning 
against the centre bar and facing her. 

"Must you be always writing?" 

"No." 

"But it means a lot to you?" 

"It has meant a good deal, but now there 's 
not the same necessity." 

Christopher looked at her as if he would 
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read a meaning into her words. Then, "I 
wish I knew why," be said, "but I have no 
right to ask." 

"Indeed you have the li^^t. I wrote, in 
the first place, because I wanted money to 
bring the extra water sui^ly to the village. 
I went on writing, because I did not care to 
dress myself and the children entirdy at your 
expense. I am writing now, becatise it 's a 
habit, and I se^n to have a superabundant 
amount oi creative force in my system which 
must have a vent; also I have a scheme I 
should like to carry out. " 

"Crystal, did you ever want for money?" 
" "I wanted enough to make me independent, 
and so save you being worried by details, when 
youwerebusy." She smiled at him. "Didn't 
it ever occur to you that, with the children 
growing up and everything, I never asked you 
for money? How did you think I managed? " 

"Then you circumvented me about the 
Stores. I meant you to get everything there. 
TTien I should have paid. " 

"I know, the Stores are excellent for many 
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things, but in the matter of clothes— I jxist 
used my own discretion. You always liked 
Delicia's clothes, didn't you?" 

"Always, and yours. May I have any bills 
that have not been paid?" 

"Yes, with pleasure, if you wish. " 

"Another thing. What allowances are the 
boys having?" 

"The same that you had in your father's 
lifetime divided between them, and I supple- 
ment the rest." 

"They always tell you when they want 
money?" 

"So far. They have been very good, not 
really extravagant. " 

"They know that you make it?" 

" Yes, and are delightfxd about it. " 

"In what way?" 

"Oh, they are — it sounds conceited ^but 
they are proud and excited and interested. 
Besides, they really help me. " 

"Does any one else help you?" 

"Any one? Why every one does in their 
different way." 
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"Except me." 

"You, most of all." 

The man shook his head. 

" Most of all. If it had not been for you, I 
should never have written a word, just brought 
up children, and kept pigs and chickens, and 
messed about in the garden. It was you who 
taught me to write. " 

"Asa stop-g^?'* 

"I wonder." 

The man in the window put his hands in 
his pockets and snapped coins one against 
the other. 

"I have been reading over the marriage 
service since Delicia's wedding. It 's thor- 
oughly practical, as well as mystical. I find 
I promised to endow you 'with all my worldly 
goods' — 'All/ and it does not seem to me 
you have had half, or even a quarter — no 
don't interrupt. That you have not chosen 
to ask for it is extra goodness on your part. 
It in no way justifies my neglect. Pec^Ie 
who do not intend to keep these promises, 
should not make them. Then — the reasons 
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for whidi matrimony is ordained. I only- 
attended to the first as long as it suited me, I 
resented the second, and I forgot the third. 
What penance can you suggest as in any way 
adeqtiate?" 

The woman shook her head. "There are 
'beams' in my eyes. " 

The man ignored the suggestion. "Must I 
find my own?" 

"No." 

"What then?" 

" You have been doing penance for so many 
years. Do you think you need do any more?" 

"But that was all involuntary. I must do 
one — ^willingly." 

"Chris, you are beloved!" 

" Something hard — for you. " 

He had done it, without knowing it. His 
wife showed him the ashes of his sacrifice still 
smotildering on the altar of their empty hcane. 
He had not offered that which had cost him 
nothing. He had let his daughter go when all 
that was human in him craved to keep her. 
19 
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He had put her happiness before his own. He 
had done that with regard to her husband 
which no unregenerate soul could ever have 
done, and his wife had noted these things and 
kept them in her heart. 

As they talked thus together, it seemed to 
her that the third reason for which matrimony 
was ordained was being amply fulfilled, and 
when she said so — Glory be to God — he 
imderstood! 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

THE EARTH GRAVITATES TOWARDS THE SUN 

A MAN in a far country looking through his 
English mail paused time after time 
scanning the various handwritings and post- 
marks. One letter he laid aside, and took up 
another, put that with the first one unopened, 
and started on a third. It was the Christmas 
mail from home and he evidently expected 
news. He seemed fastidious as to the quarter 
from which it should first reach him. 

He got a large cigar and stretched himself 
in a deck diair, thoroughly comfortable and at 
ease. Then he began. At the end of an hour 
he was sitting upright, his long legs on either 
side of the chair, his half smoked cigar on the 
edge of the tray, and the letters and papers 
between his knees. 

391 
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He had gone a long, long way. He was 
listening to the sound of wedding bells, and 
they seemed to ring for people of all 
ages. 

He took up the letters again one by one. 
They all told the same tale, of a world that 
was romping round, whose motive power was 
Love. 

To the man in the far country, the one that 
appealed to him most, personally, was Aunt 
Patricia's. It was full of love for him, with its 
mild regrets at Milly's death and its strong 
concern for his consequent loneliness, its fer- 
vent hopes of seeing him again with this 
rumour of a Home appointment and its beau- 
tiful references to the memory of an idealised 
Captain Fitz- James. 

Yet he put it down quicker than most. 

There was Aimt Judy's, full of the Woman's 
Movement — not the women of her family. 
They, she franldy owned, were past praying 
for. Every one of them had given herself over 
body and soul to the keeping of some man. 
She alone of them all stood out and worked 
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single handed for the cause, which was gaining 
glory and recruits from day to day. Love of 
womanhood with Judy far transcended love 
of man or child. It seemed a lopsided love. 
There was one sentence in this letter that 
the man turned hack and read through 
again. 

" You will have heard of Christopher's re- 
markable recovery in every way, long before 
this. It always puzzles me that a husband of 
any sort can be such a priceless possession to a 
woman of brains. Don't trouble to answer 
this with an essay on grapes, sour or other- 
wise!" 

BiUy paused a long time over these few 
words. He gnawed his tmder lip at the comer, 
as if unconscious of what he was doing. An 
inward vision rose before him, to which he 
unhesitatingly added a note o£ interrogation, 
and then sat and looked at it. 

There was a short letter from sweet Lady J., 
full of praise of her daughter-in-law, full of 
hope for the future, fuU of happiness for 
herself and others, and a long one frt>m the 
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specialist friend, more l^ian tisually full of 
interest. 

"I have never been so keen over any case in 
my whole life, "he wrote, "asl have been over 
the Javelin affair. Physically, morally, spiri- 
tually it has absorbed me and my younger 
colleague utterly. I had diagnosed the physi- 
cal side of the case correctly long ago when 
I visited the father of the present man, and 
later events have proved this to be so. Sir 
Qiristopher's accident released the suspected 
pressure on the brain and in the words of 
Scripture made 'all things work together for 
good.* 

"As a medical man I can truly say I have 
never had such splendid assistance from the 
ladies of any family before. The actual 
nursir^ done by Lady Javelin was very fine. 
Tn readily their historical records^ I have often 
marvelled at the characteristics of those many 
women, who, not Javelin bom, were yet called 
upon to endure, gladly if they could, all the 
singular eccentricities of the race. They had 
never failed through twelve generations, and 
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in the twelfth, as, I think, a result of this, 
was bom a daughter of the line, who, in 
rousing to life a natural instinct, has unccm- 
sciously worked a miracle. 

"I use the word advisedly; fa* morally, he 
has a grip in life; spiritiially, he is new-bom. 
Therefore, to see Sir Christopher as he is now, 
is to see a miracle, and you, I am sure, wotild 
agree with me. May I hope that before long 
we shall have that pleasure together, as Lady 
Javelin tells me )rou are ' wanted ' over here in 
high places. With them, T rejoice to know of 
this, and beg to congratulate you with all my 
heart." 

The post so far was interesting, but two 
letters still remained. The best till the 
last! 

Billy shut his eyes and shuffled the letters 
round on the cane seat. There is s(»nething 
of the child in most men. The letter he 
opened ran thus: 

"A happy Christmas to you, dear Billy, 
from us both; and when are you oomii^ 
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home? We all think you have been gone 
quite long enough and hope you will accept 
the offer which nunoiir says is to reach you 
immediately. We have been having some 
difficult days over here and life has been 
rather chequered for us all. Chris and I have 
been passing tiirough the Renaissance. I can- 
not write about it. . . . He is extremely 
busy with a lot of pubUc work — ^the same he 
used to do loi^ ago, yet not too busy to 
attend the first night of my new play, which 
pleased him so much we stayed on in town 
for him to attend another evening performance 
and a mating. Que pensez-vous de cela, 
mon cher? Now listen to this. I am going to 
give up play-writing for Uterature, prompted 
partly by ambition, partly by boredom with 
the colloquial style. I thougjit I was to be 
called on to lay down my fluent pen for al- 
ways, because Chris seemed to have more 
writing to do than he could manage alone 
and liked me to help him. But after see- 
ii^ the play, he would not hear of this, 
and instead, BiUy, he oflEered to help me. 
I wish you could see us. In my thirst for 
fame I am seeking to use only Shakespeare's 
language, rejecting all words of modem Latin 
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derivation. Chris is an adept at spotting 
these, when together we substitute the Anglo- 
Saxon. My first book written in this style 
may interest you. It is to be dedicated to 
'An Exile for Chivalry,' unless I dioose that 
for the title. Whidi wotdd you like best? 
A.S.orLat.? 

"All the children are doing well: Delicia 
blissftil and the son-in-law, a dear; both boys 
gay yet satisfactory, Chriskin growii^ like 
you in many of his ways — ^ways which I have 
no inclination to correct. 

"Adieu, with love from the entire family. 
"Always your friend, 
" Crystal J." 

As he read the last paragraph, his eyes 
twinkled, and he laughed — a sort of re- 
strained chuckle and pressed the paper to 
his lips. 

Still that light touch on the heavy reins of 
circumstance, which Billy as a sportsman so 
adored ! Would any one reading this woman's 
letter guess that she and tragedy had lived 
together hand in hand, for years, and years, 
and years? 
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Even as he read, he who knew it all, tiie 
triumphant spirit of her seemed to him to 
bubble over in every line and dare the tragedy 
to show its face. He adored her. He always 
had. He alwayswould. Present or absent, it 
made no difference; but the mad violence of 
his adoration had been tempered, chastened. 
The lion was tamed. His claws, had they 
stiU needed cutting, were further cut by this, 
"Chris and I have been passing through the 
Renaissance." He cotild go home now. She 
would find him quite harmless, tame, possibly 
dull. Would she? Oth^s might. He knew 
she never woidd. 

He forgot there was another letter left 
unopened amongst the pile. He got up and 
walked about his garden. He ate his midday 
meal. He attended to business and later in 
the evening he found it. 

The old Rector from home had written him 
a long account of all the doii^s of the last 
twelve months. It was a yearly lette3f that 
had never failed to reach the man in the far 
country. It gave him the news of his neigh- 
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bours high and low, rich and poor, sorry and 
glad. It told him of weddings and funerals, 
of births and marriages and deaths. It went 
on with a vivid description of Sir Christopher's 
accident, and what led up to it, and what 
followed after. Then, in old-fashioned phrase- 
ology, it pointed out how in the writer's own 
mind he had seen his beloved Lady Javelin 
have the desire of her heart spiritually granted 
her. After many years, the nurseries at the 
hall had been used again, and the Rector, 
caUing one afternoon and being told he could 
go upstairs unannounced, had gone up, had 
opened the door quietly, and had seen 
Lady Javelin kneeling on the floor caress- 
ing someljiing and laughing softly beside 
the bed. 

"I knew then," he wrote, "that all was wdl. 
I knew then she would remember no more the 
pain of former years, for the old, old reason, 
my dear sir, for joy that a man was bom 
into the world. 

*' Having lived to see this, I fed that my 
days must be ntunbered, and I am ready to 
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sing my Nunc Dimittis. Yet I cannot help 
thinking of my successor here and wondering. 
Should he find it difficult in years to come to 
choose fresh words in place of those so 
continuously suitable in the dear family 
records of the past, I hope it may occur 
to him that, discarding the language of the 
Old Testament, he may choose the Greek 
of the New, and may perchance sign his 
name below this expression of the great 
fact which gives us all the spirit of hope 
and joy": 

" 'A-]fann]To(, vuv tIxvce 6eou ktyf-it, xaloGxtd ipayEpt&Oi] tC 
iodlxsOiz." 

The eyes that read so far grew misty to 
outward things. The vivid inward vision 
was all the man could see: a woman in her 
nursery, kneeling on the floor, her arms round 
something new-bom. Was it body, was it 
spirit? What did it matter? The woman was 
laughing softly. 

This was the shape of the world at its best — 
at its very, very best. 
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"Out of mine ^es I strove the tears to keep. 
Out of my song I tore the note of pain. 
I wrote of sunshine 'mid the falling rain, 
That none might read my words, and, reading, 

weep — 
And since it is ordained that man shall reap 
Naught but the harvest of his scattered grain, 
God grant I may in later years regain 
Seed that was sown in furrows rough and deep. 

"Oh, empty granaries! I fain would fill 
Each vacant storehouse full tmto the brim! 
But even as I write, my eyes grow dim 
For youth half spent and Time that stands 
not still, 
Yet should I bring one sack — one sack — to Him, 
His mercy would suffice for Deed and WilL" 
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